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INTRODUCTION AND BIOGRAPHICAL 
SKETCH. 


ANYTHING like an Introduction to the writings of Dr. 
Talmage, hardly seems necessary. He is so well known, 
the world over, that to endeavor to make him better known, 
is like painting the lily or adding another hue to the 
rainbow. Nevertheless, it is believed, by the publishers, 
that a word will not be out of place, as this book may fall 
into the hands of some who have not yet become acquainted 
with the world’s great preacher. Daniel Webster said, in 
speaking of his marvelous effort, in his famous reply to 
Hayne, that his thoughts seemed to pass in review before 
him, and it was only necessary that he should stretch forth 
his hand and grasp whatever mental weapon he pleased, 
that he might hurl it into the face of his adversary. 
Surely it may be said of Dr. Talmage, that there is no 
weapon known to Christian warfare with which he is not 
familiar, and as a valiant soldier, standing upon the walls 
of Zion, he has been making conquests for Christ during 
these many years. It has been said of a certain diamond 
hunter that, wearied with his search, one day he had almost 
given up in despair, when his eyes fell upon a conglomer- 
ate stone which offered no special attraction, and, rather 
ina fit of rage, than with the thought of discovery, he 
smote the stone, which, under the stroke of his hammer, 
fell into a heap of diamonds, so lovely and ae that 
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their very richness changed the markets of the world. ii 
is but a fair illustration of what the great orator, preacher 
and writer, the subject of this sketch, has done. He smote 
the treasure box of thought, and this book of Gems is a 
glorious result of his effort. Well may we ask, “ what are 
the sources of his strength?” The first is doubtless in his 
blood. ‘Blood will tell,” is an old saying, and is true 
of men, as well as of cattle. David T. and Catherine 
Talmage, his parents, little dreamed that when in the gray 
dawn of that January morning, 1832, they named little 
Thomas DeWitt, the last of twelve children, that they were 
sending forth a man whose name would be a household 
word, and the delight of all civilized nations. It is said of 
them that they combined the sterling qualities which com- 
mand the admiration and approval of mankind ; good sense, 
strength of character, sympathy, deep piety, and ‘“ diligence 
in business, serving the Lord.” They both lived to a good 
old age, and then went home to God. There can be no 
doubt that having been born of such parents, and brought 
up under their pious instruction, their boy was a long way 
on the road to success. In other words, he was a young 
man of very fine natural gifts.- He was fortunate in being 
a member of so large a household, and was not stunted in» 
his growth by the possession of wealth or the misguided 
judgment of doting parents. Early in life he understood 
that if ever he achieved anything, it must be through his 
own efforts, and with a merry heart and determined will, 
he went to work. Another source of his strength may be 
found in the fact that he possessed a fine physical make up, 
and was the fortunate owner of a sound mind in a sound 
body. With a hopeful and happy dispnsition, he was well 
calculated to meet the worst of enemies that might dispute 
his progress. Added to all this, he believed in the Bible 
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_ from Genesis to Revelation, and in the plainest Anglo- 
Saxon, proclaimed its truths to a listening and delighted 
world. There are two books which Dr. Talmage has 
studied, and upon which he has received a diploma by the 
acquiescence of all mankind ; these two books are the Bible 
and Nature, animate and inanimate. Besides all this, he 
has a warm, loving heart, a great sympathetic nature. Dr. 
Talmage plays upon the harp of a thousand strings. There 
is no chord which has not been touched by the skilled fingers 
of this wonderful artist. He is a master of assemblies. The 
great audience is like a musical instrument; each heart re- 

sponds to your touch, and it is with you, whether you create . 
an awful discord, or bring forth a glorious harmony which 
will charm the very angels. It is said that the address 
which he delivered at the time of his graduation, was re- 
ceived by immense applause, the whole audience rising to 
their feet under the spell of his oratory. Reading the biog- 
raphy of many of our distinguished preachers, the reader 
will find that not a few of them first entered the legal pro- 
fession. There seems to be a preparation in passing 
through the law, which leads to higher success in the proc- 
lamation of the Gospel. In the law, a man must know 
something of human nature. He must think the thoughts 
of the people, and he must have the ability to express these 
thoughts in a plain common-sense way. There must be no 
reading of speeches from notes when a man wishes to carry 
a jury with resistless power, and thus, when a preacher 
stands before an audience, having had the benefit of such 
an experience, it is not to be wondered at, that he should 
attain higher success than his brethren who have not en- 
joyed a similar experience. While his father and mother 
earnestly desired that their boy should be an embassador 
of the Cross, his mind turned to the law, but the prayers 
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of the faithful servants of God soon brought back their 
child. Speaking of those days, he said on one occasion, 
“‘T have had many thrashings when I was a boy, and many 
experiences, but the most memorable scene in my child- 
hood, is the thought of my father and mother upon their 
knees in prayer.” The young lawyer entered the Theolog- 
ical Seminary, having professed conversion at the age of 
eighteen. He left the Seminary in 1856, when he was 
twenty-four years of age and began his ministry at Bell- 
ville, N..J. He remained there three years. It was a 
small town, and not a strong church, but the place of prep- 
aration of his future usefulness. Too many young men, 
alas! start with a great city church, and are bigger at the 
beginning of their ministry than ever afterward. They 
take the highest seat, and it is not long before they are in- 
vited down to a humbler place, never to rise any more until 
the merciful Father calls them up tothe Throne. Dr. Tal- 
mage is anextemporaneous speaker. The writer has heard 
him many times, and has never known him to use a manu- 
script, with the exception perhaps, of one lecture, and in 
this, he was by no means bound to his writing. His voice 
while not pleasant or melodious, is exceptionally remark- 
able ; in fact, it is so out of course with the human voice 
in general, that it might be called eccentric. Anyone sit- 
ting in the audience asleep, would be roused by the first 
half-dozen words from the lips of Dr. Talmage. His gest- 
ures are as remarkable as his voice. Just what you might 
not expect, he would be most likely to do. He keeps you 
constantly interested every way, by voice, by gesture, by 
words, plain, simple, straight Anglo-Saxon, and by thoughts 
as terrible as Sinai at times, as sweet as Calvary at other 
times, and again, as beautiful and entrancing as a poet’s 
dream. To follow him through all his successes would be 
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' to write a book. From Bellville he went to Syracuse, 
N.Y. Here his wonderful genius soon drew around him 
a large and cultured audience, and he did well, but larger 
fields awaited him, and he soon moved to Philadelphia, 
Pa., in 1862, where he remained for seven years. He has 
always been highly praised, and severely criticised, in the 
“City of Brotherly Love.” His method of speaking, and 
his manner in general, was denounced as inelegant and 
unrefined and everything that the busy critic could con- 
ceive. They predicted that he was a mere bubble, that his 
work could not stand, that there was no depth to him, only 
sensationalism, all of which would soon pass away; and 
yet, Philadelphia was not to hold him. The City of 
Churches, already possessed of the highest talent, at the 
head of which stood Henry Ward Beecher, laid its hand on 
Talmage also, and the result is known to the world. I say 
the City of Churches, perhaps it would give a more cor- 
rect idea for me to say, a small, weak church in the city of 
Brooklyn, wanted a pastor. It was the Central Presby- 
terian Church, and stood near the building where Dr. T. S. 
Cuyler, another of God’s giants, proclaimed the word of 
the Lord. Only about a score of members could be found 
when the call was made, and at the time Dr. Talmage was 
invited, there were four other calls for him, among which 
were three leading cities, San Francisco, Boston and Chi- 
cago. He preached his first sermon in Brooklyn, March 
- Tth, 1869, from the text, “God is love.” Hardly a year 
elapsed until anew building was begun and rapidly brought 
to completion. Among other improvements suggested by 
the new pastor was the abolition of the choir, and the in- 
auguration of congregational singing. No docbt much of 
his success, and the peace of mind of Dr. Talmage and his 
people, was due to this fact. The writer calls to mind an 
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occasion when preaching in revival meetings with Dr. A. J. 
Gordon in his church in Boston, Dr. Gordon remarked, in 
speaking of the difficulties in the way of success, that he 
believed the greatest obstruction of the work of the Holy 
Spirit was a “ quartette choir.” The work of Dr. Talmage 
erew rapidly, until it has spread over all the earth. In 
the year 94, the last of three great fires swept away his 
magnificent house of worship. The announcement was 
received with sadness by his people and fellow-citizens, 
“that Dr. Talmage would not attempt to build again.” 
He therefore resigned his pastorate, and went away for a 
tour around the world. Upon his return the Academy of 
Music in New York: was rented for him, and he preached 
there for many Sundays. Being in New York on one of 
these Sundays, it was our privilege to hear him preach, and 
to have a few words with him personally, having had an 
acquaintance with him for some years. He was bright, 
cheerful, boyish we may say, looking out upon the future 
as happy and hopeful as ever. The last time we had seen 
him was in his own church, when, in company with Mrs. 
Talmage, we walked all over the building, admiring the 
wonderful structure, with its many conveniences for pub- 
lic worship. It was a marvel of beauty and usefulness. 
The greatest calamity that has ever befallen our friend and 
brother, has lately been visited upon him. His devoted 
and faithful wife who stood by him through so many years 
of unceasing toil, has gone to her rest and reward. The 
shadow has fallen across the path and over the heart of 
God’s child, but the same Spirit, whose everlasting arms 
have sustained him in the past, and the same loving 
Saviour who has walked by his side in trial and triumph, 
are with him now. The prayers of millions have gone up 
to God that he may be sustained in this hour of trial. And, 
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though his loving wife is gone, many devoted friends will 
daily invoke the blessing of Heaven upon the life of him 
who has done so much for the world. God be praised for 
such men, and may it please Him to prolong the days of 
this, His honored servant, for many years to come. 


H. M. WHARTON. 














A MONSTER JUBILEE. 


AN INTERNATIONAL JUBILEE TO CELEBRATE THE NINETEEN 
HUNDREDTH BIRTHDAY OF CHRIST. 


‘¢To us a child is born.’’—Isaiah ix. 6. 


That is a tremendous hour in the history of any 
family when an immortal spirit is incarnated. All the 
bells of gladness ring over the cradle. I know not 
why any one should doubt that of old a star pointed 
down to the Saviour’s birthplace, for a star of joy 
points down to every honorable nativity. A new eter- 
nity dates from that hour, that minute. 

Beautiful and appropriate is the custom of celebrat- 
ing the anniversary of such an event, and clear on into 
the eighties and the nineties the recurrence of that 
day of the year in an old man’s life causes recognition 
~ and more or less congratulation. So also nations are 
accustomed to celebrate the anniversary of their birth 
and the anniversary of the birth of their great heroes 
or deliverers or benefactors. The 22d of February 
and the 4th of July are never allowed to pass in our 
land without banquet and oration and bell-ringing and 
cannonade. But all other birthday anniversaries are 
tame compared with the Christmas festivity, which 
celebrates the birthday described in my text. 


Protestant and Catholic and Greek churches, with 
2 17 
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all the power of music and garland and procession and 
doxology, put the words of my text into national and 
continental and hemispheric chorus. “To us a child 
is born.” On the 25th of December each year that is 
the theme in the dedicated cathedrals, chapels, meet- 
ing houses and churches clear round the world. 

We shall soon reach the nineteen hundredth anniver- 
sary of that happiest event of all time. This century 
is dying. Only seven more pulsations, and its heart 
will cease to beat. The fingers of many of you will 
write it at the head of your letters and the foot of 
your important documents, “1900.” It will bea phys- 
ical and moral sensation unlike anything else you have 
before experienced. Not one hand that wrote “1801” 
at the induction of this century will have cunning 
left to write “1901” at the induction of another. 

The death of one century and the birth of another 
century will be sublime and suggestive and stupendous 
beyond all estimate. To stand by the grave of one 
century and by the cradle of another will be an oppor- 
tunity such as whole generations of the world’s inhabi- 
tants never experienced. I pray God that there may 
be no sickness or casualty to hinder your arrival at that 
goal or to hinder your taking part in the valedictory 
of the departing century and the salutation of the new. 

But as that season will be the nineteen hundredth 
anniversary of a Saviour’s birth, I now propose that a 
great international jubilee or exposition be opened in 
this cluster of cities by the seacoast on Christmas Day, 
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the 25th of December, 1900, to be continued for at 
least one month into the year 1901. This century 
closing December 31, 1900, and the new century begin- 
ning January 1, 1901, will it not be time for all nations 
to turn aside for a few weeks or months from everything 
else and emphasize the birth of the greatest Being who 
ever touched our planet, and could there be a more 
appropriate time for such commemoration than this 
culmination of the centuries which are dated from His 
nativity 2? You know that all history dates either from 
before Christ or after Christ, from B. C. or A. D. It 
will be the year of our Lord 1900 passing into the 
- year 1901. 

We have had the Centennial at Philadelphia, celebra- 
tive of the one hundredth anniversary of our nation’s 
birth. We have had the magnificent expositions at New 
Orleans and Atlanta and Augusta and St. Louis. We 
have the present World’s exposition at Chicago, cele- 
brative of the four hundredth anniversary of this conti- 
nent’s emergence, and there are at least two other 
great celebrations promised for this country, and other 
countries will have their historic events to commemer- 
ate, but the one event that has most to do with the 
- welfare of all nations is the arrival of Jesus Christ on 
this planet, and all the enthusiasm ever witnessed at 
London or Vienna or Paris or any of our American 
cities would be eclipsed by the enthusiasm that would 
celebrate the ransom of all nations, the first step to- 
ward the accomplishing of it being taken by an infan- 
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tile foot one winter’s night about five miles from Jer- 
usalem, when the clouds dropped the angelic cantata, 
“ Glory to God in the highest, and on earth peace, 
good will to men.” 

The three or four questions that would be asked 
me concerning this nomination of time and place I 
proceed to answer. What practical use would come of 
such international celebration? Answer—The big- 
gest stride the world ever took toward the evangeliza- 
tion of all nations. That is a grand and wonderful 
convocation, the religious congress at Chicago. It 
will put intelligently before the world the nature of 
false religions which have been brutalizing the nations, 
‘trampling womanhood into the dust, enacting the hor- 
rors of infanticide, kindling funeral pyres for shriek- 
ing victims, and rolling juggernauts across the mangled 
bodies of their worshipers. 

But no one supposes that any one will be converted 
to Christ by hearmg Confucianism or Buddhism or any 
form of heathenism eulogized. That is to be done 
afterward. And how can it so well be done as by a 
celebration of many weeks of the birth and character 
and achievements of the wondrous and unprecedented 
Christ ? To such an exposition the kings and queens 
of the earth would not send their representatives— 
they would come themselves. 

The story of a Saviour’s advent could not be told 
without telling the story of His mission. All the world 
would say, “ Why this ado, this universal demonstra- 
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tion?” What a vivid presentation it would be, when 
at such a convocation the physicians of the world 
should tell what Christ had done for hospitals and the 
assuagement of human pain, and when Christian law- 
yers declare what Christ has done for the establish- 
ment of good laws, and Christian conquerors should 
tell what Christ had done in the conquest of nations, 
and Christian rulers of the earth would tell what Christ 
had done in the government of earthly dominions ! 

Thirty days of such celebration would do more to 
tell the world who Christ is than any thirty years. 
Not.a land on earth but would hear of it and discuss 
it. Not an eye so dimmed by the superstition of ages 
but would see the illumination. The difference of 
Christ’s religion from all others is that its one way of 
dissemination is by a simple “ telling,” not argument, 
not skillful exegetists, polemics or the science of theo- 
logical fisticuffs, but “telling.” “ Tell ye the daugh- 
ter of Zion, Behold, thy King cometh.” “ Go quickly 
and tell his disciples that he has risen from the dead.” 
“Go home to thy friends and tell them how great 
things the Lord hath done for thee.” ‘“ When he 19 
come, he will tell us all things.” A religion of “ tell- 
aes 

And in what way could all nations so well be told 
that Christ had come as by such an international em- 
phasizing of His nativity? All India would ery out 
about such an affair, for you know they have thei 
railroads and telegraphs. “What is going on in 
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America?” All China would ery out, “ What is that 
great excitement in America?” All the islands of the 
sea would come down to the gangplanks of the arriv- 
ing ships and ask, “ What is that they are celebrating 
in America?” It would be the mightiest missionary 
movement the world has ever seen. It would be the 
turning point in the world’s destiny. It would waken 
the slumbering nations with one touch. 

Question the Second—How would you have such an 
international jubilee conducted? Answer——All arts 
should be marshaled, and art in its most attractive and 
impressive shape. First, architecture. While all ac- 
ademies of music, and all churches, and all great halls 
would be needed, there should be one great auditorium 
erected to hold such an audience as has never been 
seen on any sacred occasion in America. 

If Seribonius Curio, at the cost of a kingdom, ante 
build the first two vast amphitheaters, placing them 
back to back, holding great audiences for dramatic re- 
presentation, and then by wonderful machinery could 
turn them round with all their audiences in them, 
making the two auditoriums one amphitheater, to wit- 
ness a gladiatorial contest, and Vespasian could con- 
struct the Coliseum with its 80 columns, and its triumphs 
in three orders of Greek architecture, and a capacity 
to hold 87,000 people seated and 15,000 standing, and 
all for purposes of cruelty and sin, cannot our glorious 
Christianity rear in honor of our glorious Christ a struc- 
ture large enough to hold 50,000 of its worshipers ? 
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If we go groping now among the ruined amphi- 
theaters of Verona and Pompeii and Capua and Puz- 
_zuoli and Tarraco, and then stand transfixed with 
amazement at their immense sweep that held from 50,- 
000 to 100,000 spectators gathered for carousal and 
moral degradation, could not Christianity afford one 
architectural achievement that would hold and enthrall 
its 50,000 Christian disciples? Do yousay no human 
voice could be heard throughout sucha building? Ah! 
then you were not present when at the Boston peace 
jubilee Parepa easily with her voice enchanted 50,000 
auditors. 

And the time is near at hand when in theological 
seminaries, where our young men are being trained 
for the ministry, the voice will be developed, and in- 
stead of the mumbling ministers, who speak with so 
low a tone you cannot hear unless you lean forward 
and hold your hand behind your ear, and then are able 
to guess the general drift of the subject and decide 
quite well whether it is about Moses or Paul or some 
one else—instead of that you will have coming from 
the theological seminaries all over the land young min- 
isters with voice enough to command the attention of 
an audience of 50,000 people. Thatis the reason that 
the Lord gives us two lungs instead of one. It is the 
Divine way of saying physiologically, “Be heard!” 

That is the reason that-the New Testament in be- 
ginning the account of Christ’s sermon on the mount 
describes our Lord’s plain articulation and resound 
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of utterance by saying, “ He opened his mouth.” In 
that mighty concert hall and preaching place which I 
suggest for this nineteen hundredth anniversary let 
music crown our Lord. Bring all the orchestras, all. 
the oratorios, all the Philharmonic and Handel and 
Haydn societies. 

Then give us Haydn’s oratorio of the “ Creation,” 
for our Lord took part in universe building and “ with- 
out him,” says John, “was not anything made that 
was made,” and Handel’s “ Messiah” and Bee- 
thoven’s “Symphonies” and Mendelssohn’s “ Elijah,” 
the prophet that typified our Christ and the grandest 
compositions of German and English and American 
masters, living or dead. All instruments that can hum 
or roll or whisper or harp or flute or clap or trumpet 
or thunder the praises of the Lord joined to all voices 
that can chant or warble. What an arousing when 
50,000 joinin “ Antioch ’’or “ Coronation”’ or “Ariel,” 
rising into halleluiah or subsiding into an almost super- 
natural amen ! 

Yea, let sculpture stand on pedestals all around that 
building—the forms of apostles and martyrs, men and 
women, who spoke or wrought or suffered by heads- 
man’s ax or fire. Where is my favorite of all arts, 
this art of sculpture, that it is not busier for Christ or 
that its work is not better appreciated? Let it come 
forth at that world’s jubilee of the nativity. We want 
a second Phidias to do for that new temple what the 
first Phidias did for the Parthenon. Let the marble 
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of Carrara come to resurrection to celebrate our Lord’s 
resurrection. Let sculptors set up in that auditorium 
of Christ’s celebration bas-relief and intaglio descrip- 
tive of the battles won for our holy religion. Where 
are the Canovas of the nineteenth century? Where 
_ are the American Thorwaldsens and Chantreys? Hid- 
den somewhere, I warrant you. . 

Let sculpture turn that place into another Acropolis, 
_ but more glorious by as much as our Christ is stronger 

than their Hercules, and has more to do with the sea 
than their Neptune, and raises greater harvests than 
their Ceres, and rouses more music in the heart of the 
world than their Apollo. “The gods of the heathen 
are nothing but dumb idols, but our Lord made the 
heavens.” In marble pure as snow celebrate Him who 
came to make us “ whiter than snow.” Let the chisel 
as well as pencil and pen be put down at the feet of 
Jesus. 

Yea, let painting do its best. The foreign galleries 

_ will loan for such a jubilee their Madonnas, their An- 
gelos, their Rubens, their Raphaels, their “Christ at 
the Jordan,” or “ Christ at the Last Supper,” or 
“Christ Coming to Judgment,” or “Christ on the 
Throne of Universal Dominion,” and our own Morans 
will put their pencils into the nineteen hundredth anni- 
versary, and our Bierstadts from sketching “The 
Domes of the Yosemite” will come to present the 
domes of the world conquered for Immanuel. 

Added to all this I would have a floral decoration 
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on a scale never equaled. The fields and open gardens 
could not furnish it, for it will be winter, and that 
season appropriately chosen, for it was into the frosts 
and desolations of winter that Christ immigrated when 
He came to our world. But while the fields will be 
bare, the conservatories and hot-houses within 200 
miles would gladly keep the sacred coliseum radiant 
and aromatic during all the convocations. 

Added to all let there be banquets, not like the 
drunken bout at the Metropolitan Opera House, New 
York, celebrating the centennial of Washington’s in- 
auguration, where the rivers of wine drowned the so- 
briety of so many senators and governors and generals, 
but a banquet for the poor, the feeding of scores of 
thousands of people of a world in which the majority 
of the inhabitants have never yet had enough to eat, 
not a banquet at which a few favored men and women 
of social or political fortune shall sit, but such a ban- 
quet as Christ ordered when He told His servants to 
“go out into the highways and hedges and compel 
them to come in.” Let the mayors of cities and the ~ 
governors of states and the president of the United 
States proclaim a whole week of legal holiday—at 
least from Christmas Day to New Year’s Day. 

Added to this let there be at that international moral 
and religious exposition a mammoth distribution of 
sacred literature. Let the leading ministers of relig- 
ion from England, Scotland, Ireland, France, Germany 
and the world take the pulpits of all these cities and 
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tell what they know of Him whose birth we celebrate. 
At those convocations let vast sums of money be raised 
for churches, for asylums, for schools, for colleges, all 
of which institutions were born in the heart of Christ. 
On that day and in that season when Christ gave Him- 
self to the world let the world give itself to Him. 
Why do I propose America as the country for this 
convocation ? Because most other lands have-a state 
religion, and while all forms of religion may be toler- 
ated in many lands America is the only country on earth 
where all evangelical denominations stand on an even 
footing, and all would have equal hearing in such an 
international exposition. Why do I select this cluster of 
seacoast cities? Answer—By that time—December 25, 
1900—these four cities of New York, Brooklyn, Jersey 
City and Hoboken, by bridges and tunnels, will be 
practically one and with an aggregate population of 
about 6,000,000. Consequently no other part of 
America will have such immensity of population. 
Why do I now make this nomination of time and 
place? Answer—Because such a stupendous move- 
ment cannot be extemporized. It will take seven years 
to get ready for such an overtowering celebration, and 
- the work ought to begin speedily in churches, in col- 
leges, in legislatures, in congresses, in parliaments, in 
all styles of national assemblages, and we have no time 
to lose. It would take three years to make a pro- 
gramme worthy of such a coming together. 
Why do I take it upon myself to make such a nom- 
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ination of time and place ? Answer—Because it so 
happens that in the mysterious providence of God, 
born in a farmhouse and of no royal or princely de- 
scent, the doors of communication are open to me every 
week by the secular and religious printing presses, and 
have been been open to me every week for many years, 
with all the cities and towns and neighborhoods of 
Christendom, and indeed in lands outside of Christen- 
dom, where printing presses have been established, and 
I feel that if there is anything worthy in this proposi- 
tion it will be heeded and adopted. On the other 
hand, if it be too sanguine, or too hopeful, or too im- 
practical, | am sure it will do no harm that I have 
expressed my wish for such an international jubilee, 
celebrative of the birth of our Immanuel. 

My friends, such a birthday celebration at the close 
of one century and reaching into a new century would 
be something in which heaven and earth could join. 
If you remember what occurred on the first Christmas 
night, you know that it was not a joy confined to our 
world. The choir above Bethlehem was imported 
from another world, and when the star left its usual 
sphere to designate the birthplace all astronomy felt 
the thrill. If there be anything true about our re- 
hgion, it is that other worlds are sympathetic with this 
world and in communication with it. The glorified of 
heaven would join in such a celebration. The gener- 
ations that toiled to have the world for Christ would 
take part in such jubilation and prolonged assemblage. 








12) 
” 
Oo 
a 
Oo 
a 
2 
uw 
(e) 
= 
EE 
2 
uJ 
s 
lu 
aS 
= 
a5 
= 
<x 
lJ 
Zz 
ld 
a 
n 
= 
al 
—t 
Li 
2) 
=) 
wn 
jen) 
ae I 








GEMS OF RELIGIOUS THOUGHT. 31 


The upper galleries of God’s universe would applaud 
the scene, whether we heard the clap of their wings 
and the shout of their voices or did not hear them. 
Prophets who predicted the Messiah, and apostles who 
talked with Him, and martyrs who died for Him, would 
take part in the scene, though to our poor eyesight 
they might be invisible. The old missionaries who 
died in the malarial swamps of Africa, or were struck 
down by Egyptian typhus, or were butchered at Luck- 
now, or were slain by Bornesian cannibals, would come 
down from their thrones to rejoice that at last Christ 
had been heard of, and so speedily in all nations. At 
the first roll of the first overture of the first day of 
that meeting all heaven would cry: “Hear! Hear!” 

Aye! Aye! I think myself such a vast procedure 
as that might hasten our Lord’s coming, and that the 
expectation of many millions of Christians who believe 
in the second advent might be realized then at that 
conjunction of the nineteenth and twentieth centuries. 
I do not say it would be, yet who knows. 

That such a celebration of our Lord’s birth, kept 
up for days and months, would please all the good of 
earth and mightily speed on the gospel chariot and 
please all the heavens, saintly, cherubic, seraphic, 
archangelic and divine, is beyond question. Oh, get 
ready for the world’s greatest festivity! Tune your 
voices for the world’s greatest anthem. Lift the arches 
for the world’s mightiest procession. Let the advanc- 
ing standard of the army of years, which has inscribed 
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on one side of it “1900” and on the other side 
“1901,” have also inscribed on it the most charming 
name of all the universe—the name of Jesus. 

Whether this suggestion of a world’s celebration of 
the nativity be taken or not, it has allowed me an 
opportunity in a somewhat unusual way of expressing 
my love for the great central character of all time and 
all eternity. The armies of heaven drop on their 
knees before Him. After Bourdaloue, before over- 
whelmed audiences, has preached Him, and Milton in 
immortal blank verse has sung Him, and Michael 
Angelo has glorified the ceiling of the Vatican with 
His second coming, and martyrs while girdled and 
canopied with the flames of the stake have with burn- 
ing lips kissed His memory, and in the “ hundred and 
forty and four thousand ”’ of heaven with feet on seas 
of glass intershot with sunrise, have with uplifted and 
downswung baton, and sounding cornets, and waving 
banners, and heaven capturing doxologies celebrated 
Him, the story of His loveliness, and His might, and His 
beauty, and His grandeur, and His grace, and His in- 
tercession, and His sacrifice, and of His birth, and His 
death will remain untold. Be His name on our lips 
while we live, and when we die, after we have spoken 
farewell to father, mother, wife and child, let us speak 
that name which is the lullaby of earth and the trans- 
port of heaven. 

Before the crossing of time on the midnight between 


December 31, 1900, and the Ist of January, 1901, 
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many of us will be gone. Some of you will hear the 
clock strike twelve of one century and an hour after it 
hear it strike one of another century, but many of you 
will not that midnight hear either the stroke of the old 
city clock or of the old timepiece in the hallway of 
the homestead. Seven years cut a wide swath through 
the churches and communities and nations. 

But those who cross from world to world, before 
Old Time in this world crosses that midnight from 
century to century, will talk among the thrones of the 
coming earthly jubilee, and on the river bank and in 
the house of many mansions, until all heaven will know 
of the coming of that celebration, that will fill the 
earthly nations with joy and help augment the nations 
of heaven. But whether here or there we will take 
part in the music and the banqueting if we have made 
the Lord our portion. 

Oh, how I would like to stand at my front door 
some morning or noon or night and see the sky part 
and the blessed Lord descend in person, not as He will 
come in the last judgment, with fire and hail and 
earthquake, but in sweet tenderness to pardon all sin, 
and heal all wounds, and wipe away all tears, and feed 
-all hunger, and right all wrongs, and illumine all dark- 
ness, and break all bondage, and harmonize all dis- 
cords. Some think He will thus come, but about that 
coming I make no prophecy, for I am not enough 
learned in the Scriptures, as some of my friends are, 
to announce a very positive opinion. 
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But this I do know, that it would be well for us to 
have an international and an interworld celebration of 
the anniversary of His birthday about the time of the 

birth of the new century, and that it will be wise be- 
yond all others’ wisdom for us to take Him as our 
present and everlasting coadjutor, and if that darling 
of earth and heaven will only accept you and me after 
all our lifetime of unworthiness and sin we can never 
pay Him what we owe, though through all the eternity 
to come we had every hour a new song and every 
moment a new ascription of homage and praise, for 
you see we were far out among the lost sheep that the 
gospel hymn so pathetically describes : 


Out in the desert He heard its cry, 

Sick and helpless and ready to die, 

But all through the mountains, thunder riven, 
And up from the rocky steep, 

There rises a cry to the gate of heaven, 
“ Rejoice I have found My sheep!” 

And the angels echo round the throne, 

“ Rejoice, for the Lord brings back His own.” 


YOUNG MEN ADVISED. 


CARE FOR THEIR SOULS, MINDS AND BODIES. 
AN ADDRESS. 


SUBJECT: “WORDS WITH YOUNG MEN.” 


Fayette, O. 
ReEvEREND Sir—We, the undersigned, being earnest 
readers of your sermons, especially request that you use as 
a subject for some one of your future sermons “ Advice to 
Young Men.” Yours respectfully, 


H. S. Mixzorr. Cuartes T. Rusert. 
F. O. Mintort. M. E. Exper. 
J. L. Suerwoop. S. J. ALTMAN. 


Those six young men, I suppose, represent innu- 
merable young men who are about undertaking the 
battle of life, and who have more interrogation points 
in their mind than any printer’s case ever contained, 
or printer’s fingers ever set up. 

I attended a large meeting in Philadelphia as- 
sembled to discuss how the Young Men’s Christian 
Association of that city might be made more attractive 
for young people, when a man arose and made some 
suggestions with such a lugubrious tone of voice and a 
manner that seemed to deplore that everything was 
going to ruin, when an old friend of mine, at seventy- 
five years as young in feeling as any one ae rE 
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arose and said, “ That good brother who has just ad- 
dressed you will excuse me for saying that a young 
man would no sooner go and spend an evening among 
such funereal tones of voice and funereal ideas of 
religion which that brother seems to have adopted, 
than he would go and spend the evening in Laurel 
Hill Cemetery.” And yet these young men of Ohio 
and all young men have a right to ask those who have 
had many opportunities of studying this world and 
the next world to give helpful suggestion as to what 
theories of life one ought to adopt and what dangers 
he ought to shun. Attention, young men. 

First, get your soul right. You see, that is the 
most valuable part of you. It is the most important 
room in your house. It is the parlor of your entire 
nature. Put the best pictures on its walls. Put the 
best music under its arches. It is important to have 
‘the kitchen right, and the dining-room right, and the 
cellar right, and all the other rooms of your nature 
right; but, oh! the parlor of the soul! Be particular 
about the guests who enter it. Shut its doors in the 
faces of those who would despoil and pollute it. There 
are princes and kings who would like to come into it, 
while there are assassins who would like to come out 
from behind its curtains, and with silent foot attempt 
the desperate and murderous. Let the King come in. 
He is now at the door. Let me be usher to announce 
His arrival, and introduce the King of this world, the 
King of all worlds, the King eternal, immortal, invisible. 
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Make room. Stand back. Clear the way. Bow, . 
kneel, worship the King. Have Him once for your 
guest, and it does not make much difference who 
comes or goes. Would you have a warrantee against 
moral disaster and surety of a noble career? Read at 
least one chapter of the Bible on your knees every day 
of your life. 

Word the next: Have your body right. “ How are 
you?” I often say when I meet a friend of mine in 
Brooklyn. He is over seventy, and alert and vigorous, 
and very prominent in the law. His answer is, “I am 
living on the capital of a well-spent youth.” On the 
contrary, there are hundreds of thousands of good 
people who are suffering the results of early sins. 
The grace of God gives one a new heart, but not 
a new body. David, the Psalmist, had to ery out, 
“ Remember not the sins of my youth.” Let a 
young man make his body a wine closet,or a rum 
jug, or a whisky cask, or a beer barrel, and smoke 
poisoned cigarettes until his hand trembles, and he is 
black under the eyes, and his cheeks fall in, and then 
at some church seek and find religion; yet all the 
praying he can do will not hinder the physical conse- 
quences of natural law fractured. You six men of 
Ohio and all the young men, take care of your eyes, 
those windows of the soul. Take care of your ears, 
and listen to nothing that depraves., Take care of 
your lips, and see that they utter no profanities. Take 
care of your nerves by enough sleep and avoiding un- 
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healthy excitements, and by taking outdoor exercise, 
whether by ball, skating, horseback, lawn tennis or 
exhilarating bicycle, if you sit upright and do not join 
that throng of several hundred thousands who by the 
wheel are cultivating crooked backs and cramped 
chests and deformed bodies, rapidly coming down to- 
ward all fours, and the attitude of the beasts that 
perish. Anything that bends body, mind or soul to 
the earth is unhealthy. Oh, it is a grand thing to be 
well, but do not depend on pharmacy and the doctors 
to make you well. Stay well. Read John Todd’s 
Manual and Coombs’ Physiology and everything you 
can lay your hands on about mastication and digestion 
and assimilation. Where you find one healthy man 
or woman, you find fifty half dead. 

From my own experience I can testify that, being a 
disciple of the gymnasium, many a time just before 
going to the parallel bars and punching bags and 
pullies and weights, I thought Satan was about taking 
possession of society, the church and the world, but 
after one hour of climbing, lifting and pulling I felt 
like hastening home so as to be there when the mil- 
lennium set in. Take a good stout run every day. I 
find in that habit, which I have kept up since at eigh- 
teen years I read the aforesaid Todd’s Manual, more re- 
cuperation than in anything else. Those six men of 
Ohio will need -all possible nerve, eyesight, and mus- 
cular development before they get through the terrific 
struggle of this life. 
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Word the next: Take care of your intellect. Here 
comes the flood of novelettes, ninety-nine out of one 
hundred belittling to every one who opensthem. Here 
come depraved newspapers, submerging good and 
elevated American journalism. Here comes a whole 
perdition of printed abomination, dumped on the 
breakfast-table, tea-table and parlor table. Take at 
least one good newspaper with able editorial and 
reporters’ columns mostly occupied with helpful intel- 
ligence, announcing marriages and deaths and reform- 
atory and religious assemblages, and charities bestowed, 
and the doings of good people, and giving but little 
place to nasty divorce cases, and stories of crime, which, 
like cobras, sting those that touch them. Oh, for 
more newspapers that put virtue in what is called great 
primer type and vice in nonpareil or agate! 

You have all seen the photographer’s negative. He 
took a picture from it ten or twenty years ago. You 
ask him now for a picture from that same negative. 
He opens the great chest containing the black nega- 
tives of 1885 or 1875, and he reproduces the picture. 
Young men, your memory is made up of the negatives 
of an immortal photography. All that you see or hear 
goes into your soul to make pictures for the future. 
You will have with you till the judgment day the 
negatives of all the bad pictures you have ever looked 
at, and of all the debauched scenes you have read about. 
Show me the newspapers you take and the books you 
read, and I will tell you what are your prospects for 
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well-being in this life, and what will be your residence 
a million years after the star on which we now live 
shall have dropped out of the constellation. I never 
travel on Sunday unless it be a case of necessity or 
mercy. But last autumn I was in India in a city 
plague-struck. By the hundreds the people were down 
with fearful illness. We went to the apothecary’s to 
get some preventive of the fever, and the place was 
crowded with invalids, and we had no confidence 
in the preventive we purchased from the Hindoos. 
The mail train was to start Sabbath evening. I said, 
“Frank, I think the Lord will excuse us if we get out 
of this place with the first train,” and we took it, not 
feeling quite comfortable till we were hundreds of 
miles away. I felt we were right in flying from the 
plague. Well, the air in many of our cities is struck 
through with a worse plague—the plague of corrupt 
and damnable literature. Get away from it as soon 
as possible. It has already ruined the bodies, minds 
and souls of a multitude which, if stood in solid column, 
would reach from New York Battery to Golden Horn. 
The plague! The plague! 

Word the next: Never go to any place where you 
would be ashamed to die. Adopt that plan, and you 
will never go to any evil amusement, nor be found in 
compromising surroundings. How many startling 
cases within the past few years of men called suddenly 
out of this world, and the newspapers surprised us when 
they mentioned the locality and the companionship. 
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To put it on the least important ground, you ought 
not to go to any such forbidden place, because if you 
depart this life in such circumstances you put offici- 
ating ministers in great embarrassment.. You know 
that some of the ministers believe that all who leave 
this life go straight to heaven, however they have 
acted in this world, or whatever they have be- 
lieved. To get you through from such surround- 
ings is an appalling theological undertaking. One of 
the most arduous and besweating efforts of that kind 
that I ever knew of was at the obsequies of aman who 
was found dead in a snowbank with his rum jug close 
beside him. But the minister did the work of happy 
transference as well as possible, although it did seem 
a little inappropriate when he read: “ Blessed are the 
dead who die in the Lord. They rest from their labors, 
and their works do follow them.” If you have no 
mercy on yourself have mercy upon the minister 
who may be called to officiate after your demise. Die 
at home, or in some place of honest business, or where 
the laughter is clean, or amid companionships pure and 
elevating. Remember that any place we go to may 
become our starting-point for the next world. When 
we enter the harbor of heaven, and the officer of light 
comes aboard, let us be able to show that our clearing 
papers were dated at the right port. 

Word the next: As soon as you can, by industry 
and economy, have a home of your own. What do I 
mean by a home? I mean two rooms and the blessing 
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of God on both of them ; one room for slumber, one 
for food, its preparation and the partaking thereof. 
Mark you, I would like you to have a home with thirty 
rooms, all upholstered, pictured and statuetted, but I 
am putting it down at the minimum. A husband and 
wife who cannot be happy with a home made up of 
two rooms would not be happy in heaven if they got 
there. He who wins and keeps the affection of a 
good practical woman has done gloriously. What doI 
mean by a good woman? I mean one who loved God 
before she loved you. What do I mean by a practical 
woman? I mean one who can help you to earn a 
living, for a time comes in almost every man’s life 
when misfortune overtakes him, and you do not want 
a weakling going around the house whining and snif- 
fing about how she had it before you married her. 
The simple reason why thousands of men never get on 
in the world is because they married nonentities and 
never got over it. The only thing that Job’s wife 
proposed for his boils was a warm poultice of profanity, 
saying, “Curse God and die.” It adds to our admir- 
ation of John Wesley the manner in which he con-— 
quered domestic unhappiness. His wife had slandered 
him all over England until, standing in his pulpit in 
City Road chapel, he complained to the people, saying, 
“TJ have been charged with every crime in the cata- 
logue except drunkenness ;” when his wife arose in the 
back.part of the church and said, “John, you know 
you were drunk last night.” Then Wesley exclaimed, 
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“Thank God, the catalogue is complete.” When a 
man marries he marries for heaven or hell, and it is 
_ more so when a woman marries. 
~ Word the next: Do not postpone too long doing 
something decided for God, humanity and yourself. 
The greatest things have been done before forty years 
of age. Pascal at sixteen years of age, Grotius at 
seventeen, Romulus at twenty, Pitt at twenty-two, 
Whitefield at twenty-four, Bonaparte at twenty-seven, 
Ignatius Loyola at thirty, Raphael at thirty-seven, had 
made the world feel their virtue or their vice, and the 
biggest strokes you will probably make for the truth 
or against the truth will be before you reach the meri- 
dian of life. Do not wait for something to turn up. 
Go to work and turn it up. There is no such thing 
as good luck. No man that ever lived has had a better 
time than I have had, yet I never had any good luck. 
But instead thereof, a kind Providence has crowded 
my life with mercies. You will never accomplish 
much as long as you go at your work on the minute 
you are expected and stop at the first minute it is law- 
ful to quit. The greatly useful and successful men of 
the next century will be those who began half an hour 
before they were required and worked at least half 
an hour after they might have quit. Unless you are 
willing sometimes to work twelve hours of the day you 
will remain on the low levels, and your life will be a 
prolonged humdrum. 
Wordthe next: Remember that it is only a small 
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part of our life that we are to pass on earth. Less 
than your finger nail compared with your whole body 
is the life on earth when compared with the next life. 
I suppose there are not more than half a dozen people 
in this world 100 years old. But a very few people 
im any country reach 80. The majority of the human 
race expire before 30. Now, what an equipoise in 
such a consideration! If things go wrong it is only 
for a little while. Have you not enough moral pluck 
to stand the jostling, and the injustices, and the. mis- 
haps of the small parenthesis between the two eterni- 
ties? It is a goed thing to get ready for the one mile 
this side the marble slab, but more important to get 
fixed up for the interminable miles which stretch out 
into the distances beyond the marble slab. A few 
years ago on the Nashville and New Orleans railroad 
we were waked up early in the morning, and told we 
must take carriages for some distance. “Why?” we 
all asked. But we soon saw for ourselves that, while 
the first four or five spans of the bridge were up, 
farther on there was a span that had fallen, and we 
could not but shudder at what might have been the 
possibilities. When your-rail train starts on a long 
bridge you want to be sure that the first span of the 
bridge is all right, but what if farther on there is a 
span of the bridge that is all wrong; how then? In 
one of the western cities the freshets had carried away 
a bridge, and a man knew that the express train would 
soon come along. So he lighted a lantern and started 
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up the track to stop the train. But before he got far 
enough up the track the wind blew out the light of 
_ his lantern, and standing in the darkness as the train 
came up he threw the lantern into the locomotive, ery- 
ing, “Stop! Stop!” And the warning was in 
time to halt the train. And if any of you by evil 
habits are hastening on toward brink or precipice or 
fallen span, I throw this Gospel lantern at your mad 
career: Stop! Stop! The end thereof is death! 
Young man, you are caged now by many environ- 
ments, but you will after awhile get your wings out. 

Some one caged a Rocky Mountain eagle and kept 
him shut up between the wires until all the spirit and 
courage had gone out of it. Released one day from 
the cage, the eagle seemed to want to return to its 
former prison. The fact was that the eagle had all 
gone out of him. He kept his wings down. But 
after awhile he looked up at the sun, turning his head 
first this side and then that side, and then spread one 
wing and then the other wing, and began to mount, 
until the hills were far under nis feet, and he was out 
of sight in the empyrean. My brother, when you 
leave this life, if by the grace of God you are pre- 
pared, you will come out of the cage of this hinder- 
ing mortality, and looking up to the heavenly heights 
you will spread wing for immortal flight, leaving sun 
and moon and stars beneath in your ascent to glories 
that never fade and splendors which never die. Your 
body is the cage. Your soul is the eagle. 
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Word the next: Fill yourself with biographies of men 
who did gloriously in the business or occupation or pro- 
fession you are about to choose or have already chosen. 
Going to be a merchant? Read up Peter Cooper and 
Abbot Lawrence and James Lenox and William E. 
Dodge and George Peabody. See how most of the 
merchants at the start munched their noonday luncheon 
made of dry bread and a hunk of cheese, behind a » 
counter or in a storeroom, as they started ina business 
which brought them to the top of influences which 
enabled them to bless the world with millions of dol- 
lars consecrated to hospitals, schools, churches and 
private benefactions, where neither right hand nor 
left hand knew what the other did. Going to bea 
physician? Read up Harvey and Gross and Sir 
Adam Clarke and James Y. Simpson, the discoverer 
of chloroform as an anesthetic, and Leslie Keeley, 
who, notwithstanding all the damage done by his in- 
competent imitators, stands one of the greatest bene- 
factors of the centuries, and all the other mighty phy- 
sicians who have mended broken bones, and enthroned 
again deposed intellects, and given their lives to heal- 
ing the long, deep gash of the world’s agony. Going 
to be a mechanic? Read up the inventors of sewing- 
machines and cotton-gins and life-saving apparatus, 
and the men who as architects and builders and man- 
ufacturers and day-laborers have made a life of 30 
years in this century worth more than the full 100 
years of any other century. 


GEMS OF RELIGIOUS THOUGHT. 49 


You six young men of Ohio, and all the other 
young men, instead of wasting your time on dry essays 
as to how to do great things, go to the biographical 
alcove of your village or city library, and acquaint 
yourselves with men who in the sight of earth and 
heaven and hell did the great things. Remember the 
greatest things are yet to be done. If the Bible be 
true, or, as I had better put it, since the Bible is 
beyond all controversy true, the greatest battle is yet 
to be fought, and compared with it Saragossa and 
Gettysburg and Sedan were child’s play with toy 
pistols. We even know the name of the battle, 
though we are not certain as to where it will be fought. 
I refer to Armageddon. The greatest discoveries are 
yet to be made. A scientist has recently discovered 
in the air something which will yet rival electricity. 
The most of things have not yet been found out. An 
explorer has recently found in the valley of the Nilea 
whole fleet of ships buried ages ago where now there 
is no water. Only six out of the 800 grasses have 
been turned into food lke the potato and the 
tomato. There are hundreds of other styles of food 
to be discovered. Aerial navigation will yet be made 
- as safe as travel on the solid earth. Cancers and con- 
sumptions and leprosies are to be transferred from the 
catalogue of incurable disease to the curable. Med- 
ical men are now successfully experimenting with 
modes of transferring diseases from weak constitutions 


which cannot throw them off to stout constitutions 
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which are able to throw them off. Worlds like Mars 
and the moon will be within hailing distance, and in- 
stead of confining our knowledge to their canals and 
their voleanoes they will signal all styles of intelli- 
gence to us, and we will signal all styles of intelli- 
gence to them. 

Coming times will class our boasted nineteenth cen- 
tury with the dark ages. Under the power of gospel- 
ization the world is going to be so improved that the 
sword and the musket of our time will be kept in 
museums as now we look at thumbscrews and ancient 
instruments of torture. Oh, what opportunities you 
are going to have, young men all the world over, under 
thirty. How thankful you ought to be that you were 
not born any sooner. Blessed are the cradles that are 
being rocked now. Blessed are the students in the 
freshman class. Blessed those who will yet be young 
men when the new century comes in, in five or six 
years from now. This world was hardly fit to live in 
the eighteenth century. I do not see how the old 
folks stood it. During this nineteenth century the 
world has by Christianizing and educational influences 
been fixed up until it does very well for a temporary 
residence. But the twentieth century! Ah, that 
will be the time to see great sights and do great deeds. 
Oh, young men, get ready for the rolling in of that 
mightiest and grandest and most glorious century 
that the world has ever seen! Only five summers 
more; five autumns more; five winters more; five 
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springs more ; and then the clock of time will strike 
the death of the old century and the birth of the new. 
I do not know what sort of a December night it will 
be when this century lies down to die; whether it will 
be starlit or tempestuous ; whether the snows will be 
drifting or the soft winds will breathe upon the pillow 
of the expiring centenarian. But millions will mourn 
its going, for many have received from it kindnesses 
innumerable, and they will kiss farewell the aged brow 
wrinkled with so many vicissitudes. 

Old nineteenth century of weddings and burials, of 
defeats and victories, of nations born and nations dead, 
thy pulses growing feebler now, will soon stop on that 
d1st night of December! But right beside it will be 
the infant century, held up for baptism. Its smooth 
brow will glow with bright expectations. The then 
more than 1,700,000,000 inhabitants of the earth 
will hail its birth and pray for its prosperity. Its 
reign will be for a hundred years, and the most of 
your life, I think, will be under the sway of its 
scepter. Get ready for it. Have your heart right, 
your nerves right, your brain right, your digestion 
right. We will hand over to you our commerce, our 
mechanism, our arts and sciences, our professions, our 
pulpits, our inheritance. We believe in you. We 
trust you. We pray for you. We bless you. And 
though by the time you get into the thickest of the fight 
for God and righteousness we may have disappeared 
from earthly scenes, we will not lose our interest in 
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your struggle, and if the dear Lord will excuse us 
for a little while from the temple service and the house 
of many mansions we will come out on the battlements 
of jasper and cheer you, and perhaps if that night of 
this world be very quiet you may hear our voices 
dropping from afar as we ery, “ Be thou faithful 
unto death, and thou shalt have a ctown |” 


OLD FOLKS AT HOME. 


“THE RUSTIC IN THE PALACE”—DvUTY OF CHILDREN AND LOVE OF 
PARENTS. 


“*T will go and see him before I die.”—Genesis xlv. 28. 


Jacob had long since passed the hundred year mile- 
stone. In those times people were distinguished for 
longevity. In the centuries afterward persons lived to 
great age. Galen, the most celebrated physician of 
his time, took so little of his own medicine that he 
lived to one hundred and forty years. A man of un- 
doubted veracity on the witness-stand in England 
swore that he remembered an event one hundred and 
fifty years before. Lord Bacon speaks of a countess 
who had cut three sets of teeth and died at one hun- 
dred and forty years. Joseph Crele of Pennsylvania 
lived one hundred and forty years. In 1857 a book 
was printed containing the names of thirty-seven 
persons who lived for a hundred and forty years and 
the names of eleven persons who lived a hundred and 
fifty years. 

Among the grand old people of whom we have 
record was Jacob, the shepherd of the text. But he 
had a bad lot of boys. They were jealous and am- 
bitious and every way unprincipled. Joseph, how- 


ever, seemed to be an exception, but he had been 
03 
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gone many years, and the probability was that he was 
dead. As sometimes now in a house you will find 
kept at the table a vacant chair, a plate, a knife, a 
fork, for some deceased member of the family, so 
Jacob kept in his heart a place for his beloved Joseph. 
There sits the old man, the flock of a hundred and 
forty years in their flight, having alighted long enough 
to leave marks of their claw on forehead and cheek 
and temple. His long beard snows down over his 
chest. His eyes are somewhat dim, and he can see 
further when they are closed than when they are open, 
for he can see clear back into the time when beautiful 
Rachel, his wife, was living and his children shook the 
oriental abode with their merriment. 


A GLORIOUS VISIT. 


The centenarian is sitting dreaming over the past 
when he hears a wagon rumbling to the front door. 
He gets up and goes to the door to see who has arrived, 
and his long-absent sons from Egypt come in and an- 
nounce to him that Joseph instead of being dead is 
living in an Egyptian palace, with all the investiture 
of prime minister, next to the king in the mightiest 
empire of all the world! The news was too sudden 
and too glad for the old man, and his cheeks whiten, and 
he has a dazed look, and his staff falls out of his hand, 
and he would have dropped had not the sons caught 
him and led him to a lounge and put cold water on 
his face and fanned him a little. 
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In that half delirium the old man mumbles some- 
thing about his son Joseph. He says: “You don’t - 
mean Joseph, do you—my dear son who has been 
dead so long?” But after they had resuscitated him 
and the news was confirmed the tears begin their 
winding way down the crossroads of the wrinkles, and 
the sunken lips of the old man quiver, and he 
brings his bent fingers together as he says: “Joseph is 
yet alive. I will go and see him before I die.” 

Tt did not take the old man a great while to get 
ready, I warrant you. He put on the best clothes 
that the shepherd’s wardrobe could afford. He got 
into the wagon, and though the aged are cautious and 
like to ride slow the wagon did not get along fast 
enough for this old man, and when the wagon with 
the old man met Joseph’s chariot coming down to 
meet him, and Joseph got out of the chariot and got 
into the wagon and threw his arms around his father’s 
neck, it was an antithesis of royalty and rusticity, of 
simplicity and pomp, of filial affection and paternal 
love, which leaves us so much in doubt about whether 
we had better laugh or cry that we do both. SoJacob 
kept the resolution of the text, “I will go and see him 


._ before I die.” 


THE LOVE OF PARENTS. 


What astrong and unfailing thing is parental at- 
tachment! Was it not almost time for Jacob to for- 
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get Joseph? The hot suns of many summers had 
blazed on the heath; the river Nile had overflowed 
and receded, again and again; the seed had been 
sown and the harvest reaped; stars rose and set; 
years of plenty and years of famine had passed on, but 
the love of Jacob for Joseph in my text is overwhelm- 
ingly dramatic. Oh, that isa cord that is not snapped, 
though pulled on by many decades! Though when 
the little child expired the parents may not have been 
more than twenty-five years of age, and now they are 
seventy-five, yet the vision of the cradle, and the 
childish face, and the first utterances of the infantile 
lips are fresh to-day, in spite of the passage of a half 
century. Joseph was as fresh in Jacob’s memory as 
ever, though at seventeen years of age the boy had 
disappeared from the old homestead. I found in our 
family record the story of an infant that had died fifty 
years before, and I said to my parents, “ What is this 
record, and what does it mean?” Their chief answer 
was a long, deep sigh. It was yet to them a very ten- 
der sorrow. What does that all mean? Why, it 
means our children departed are ours yet, and that cord 
of attachment reaching across the years will hold us 
until it brings us together in the palace, as Jacob and 
Joseph were brought together. That is one thing 
that makes old people die happy. They realize it is 
reunion with those from whom they have long been 
separated. 

I am often asked as pastor, and every pastor is 
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asked the question, “‘ Will my children be children in 
heaven and forever children?” Well, there was no 
doubt a great change in Joseph from the time Jacob 
lost him and the time when Jacob found him—be- 
tween the boy seventeen years of age and the man in 
midlife, his forehead developed with the great busi- 
ness of state—but Jacob was glad to get back Joseph 
anyhow, and it didnot make much difference to the 
old man whether the boy looked older or younger. 
And it will be enough joy for that parent if he can 
get back that son, that daughter at thegate of heaven 
whether the departed loved one shall come a cherub 
or in full grown angelhood. There must be a change 
wrought by that celestial climate and by those super- 
nal years, but it will only be from loveliness to more 
loveliness and from health to more radiant health. O 
parent, as you think of the darling, I want you to 
know it will be gloriously bettered in that land where 
there has never been a death and where all the inhabi- 
tants will live on in the great future as long as God! 
Joseph was Joseph, notwithstanding the palace, and 
your child will be your child, notwithstanding all the 
raining splendors of everlasting noon. 


A GREAT DAY. 


What a thrilling visit was that of the old shepherd 
to the prime minister Joseph ! T see the old country- 
man seated in the palace looking around at the 
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mirrors, and the fountains, and the carved pillars, 
and, oh, how he wishes that Rachel, his wife, was 
alive and she could have come there with him to see 
their son in his great house! “Oh,” says the old man 
within himself, “Ido wish Rachel could be here to 
see all this!” JI visited at the farmhouse of the father 
of Millard Fillmore when the son was president of the 
United States, and the octogenarian farmer entertained 
me until eleven o’clock at night, telling me what great 
things he saw in his son’s house at Washington, and 
what Daniel Webster said to him, and how grandly 
Millard treated his father in the White House. The 
old man’s face was illumined with the story until 
almost midnight. He had just been visiting his son 
at the capitol. And I suppose it was something of 
the same joy that thrilled the heart of the old shep- 
herd as he stood in the palace of the prime minister. 
It is a great day with you when your old parents 
come to visit you. Your little children stand around 
with great wide open eyes, wondering how anybody 
could be so old. The parents cannot stay many days, 
for they are a little restless, and especially at night- 
fall, because they sleep better in their own bed, but 
while they tarry you somehow feel there isa benediction 
in every room in the house. They are a little feeble, 
and you make it as easy as you can for them, and you 
realize they will probably not visit you very often— 
perhaps never again. You go to their room after 
they have retired at night to see if the lights are pro- 
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perly put out, for the old people understand candle 
and lamp better than the modern apparatus for illumi- 
nation. In the morning, with real interest in their 
health, you ask them how they rested last night. 
Joseph, in the historical scene of the text, did not 
think any more of his father than you do of your 
parents. The probability is, before they leave your 
house they half spoil your children with kindness. 
Grandfather and grandmother are more lenient and 
indulgent to your children than they ever were with 
you. And what wonders of revelation in the bomba- 
zine pocket of the one and the sleeve of the other ! 
Blessed is that home where Christian parents come to 
visit! Whatever may have been the style of the 
architecture when they came, it is a palace before they 
leave. If they visit you fifty times, the two most 
memorable visits will be the first and the last. Those 
two pictures will hang in the hall of your memory 
while memory lasts, and you will remember just how 
they looked, and where they sat, and what they said, 
and at what doorsill they parted with you, giving you 
the final goodbye. Do not be embarrassed if your 
father come to town and he have the manners of the 
shepherd, and if your mother come to town and there 
be in her hat no sign of costly millinery. The wife of 
the Emperor Theodosius said a wise thing when she 
said, “ Husbands, remember what you lately were and 
remember what you are and be thankful.” 
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JOSEPH AND JACOB. 


By this time you will notice what kindly provision 
Joseph made for his father, Jacob. Joseph did not 
say: “I can’t have the old man around this place. 
How clumsy he would look climbing up these marble 
stairs and walking over these mosaics ! Then he would 
be putting his hands upon some of these frescoes. 
People would wonder where that old greenhorn came 
from. He would shock all the Egyptian court with 
his manners at table. Besides that he might get sick 
on my hands, and be querulous, and he might talk to 
me as though I were only a boy, when I am the second 
man in all the realm. Of course he must not suffer, 
and if there is famine in his country—and I hear there 
is—I will send him some provisions, but I can’t take 
aman from Padanaram and introduce him into this 
polite Egyptian court. What a nuisance it is to have 
poor relations ! ” 

Joseph did not say that, but he rushed out to meet 
his father with perfect abandon of affection, and 
brought him up to the palace, and introduced him to 
the emperor, and provided for all the rest of the father’s 
days, and nothing was too good for the old man while 
living, and when he was dead Joseph with military 
escort, took his father’s remains to the family ceme- 
tery. Would God all children were as kind to their 
parents ! 

If the father have large property, and he be wise 
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enough to keep it in his own name, he will be re- 
spected by the heirs, but how often it is when the son 
finds his father in famine, as Joseph found Jacob 
in famine, the young people make it very hard for 
the old man! They are so surprised he eats with a 
knife instead of a fork. They are chagrined at his 
antediluvian habits. They are provoked because he 
cannot hear as well as he used to, and when he asks it 
over again and the son has to repeat it he bawls in the 
old man’s ear, “I hope you hear that!” How long 
he must wear the old coat or the old hat before they 
get him a new one! How chagrined they are at his 
independence of the English grammar! How long he 
hangs on! Seventy years, and not gone yet! Seventy- 
five years, and not gone yet! Highty years, and not 
gone yet! Willhe evergo? They think it no use to 
have a doctor in his last sickness, and go up to the drug 
store, and get a dose of something that makes him worse, 
and economize on a coffin, and beat the undertaker down 
to the last point, giving a note for the reduced amount, 
which they never pay. I have officiated at obsequies 
of aged people where the family have been so inordi- 
nately resigned to Providence that I felt like taking 
my text from Proverbs, “‘ The eye that mocketh at its 
father and refuseth to obey its mother, the ravens of 
the valley shall pick it out, and the young eagles shall 
eat it.” In other words, such an ingrate ought to 
have a flock of crows for pallbearers! I congratulate 
you if you have the honor of providing for aged par- 
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ents. The blessing of the Lord God of Joseph and 
Jacob will be on you. 


CLOSING DAYS OF PEACE. 


I rejoice to remember that, though my father lived 
in a plain house the most of his days, he died in a 
mansion provided by the filial piety of a son who had 
achieved a fortune. There the octogenarian sat, and 
the servants waited on him, and there were plenty of 
horses and plenty of carriages to convey him, and a 
bower in which to sit on long summer afternoons, 
dreaming over the past, and there was not a room in 
the house where he was not welcome, and there were 
musical instruments of all sorts to regale him, and 
when life had passed the neighbors came out and ex- 
pressed allhonor possibleand carried him to the village 
Machpelah and put him down beside the Rachel with 
whom he had lived more than half a century. Share 
your success with the old people. The probability is 
that the principles they inculeated achieved your for- 
tune. Give them a Christian percentage of kindly 
consideration. Let Joseph divide with Jacob the pas- 
ture fields of Goshen and the glories of the Egyptian 
court. 


THE SISTERHOOD. 


And here I would like to sing the praise of the 
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sisterhood who remain unmarried that they might 
administer to aged parents. The brutal world calls 
these self-sacrificing ones peculiar or angular, but if 
you have had as many annoyances as they have had 
Xantippe would have been an angel compared to you. 
It is easier to take care of five rollicking, romping chil- 
dren than of one childish old man. Among the best 
women are those who allow the bloom of life to pass 
away while they were caring for their parents. While 
other maidens were sound asleep they were soaking the 
old man’s feet or tucking up the covers around the 
invalid mother. While other maidens were in the cotil- 
lion they were dancing attendance upon rheumatism 
and spreading plasters for the lame back of the sep- 
tenarian and heating catnip tea for insomnia. 


WOMEN TO BE HONORED. 


Tn almost every circle of our kindred there has been 
some queen of self-sacrifice to whom jeweled hand 
after jeweled hand was offered in marriage, but who 
staid on the old place because of the sense of filial 
obligation until the health was gone and the attract- 
- iveness of personal presence had vanished. Brutal 
society may call such a one bya nickname. God 
calls her daughter, and heaven calls her saint, and I 
call her domestic martyr. A half-dozen ordinary 
women have not as much nobility as could be found in 
the smallest joint of the little finger of her left hand. 

B) 
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Although the world has stood six thousand years, this 
is the first apotheosis of maidenhood, although in the 
long line of those who have declined marriage that 
they might be qualified for some especial mission are 
the names of Anna Ross and Margaret Breckinridge 
and Mary Shelton and Anna Etheridge and Georgiana 
Willetts, the angels of the battlefields of Fair Oaks 
and Lookout Mountain and Chaneellorsville, and 
though single life has been honored by the fact that 
the three grandest men of the Bible—John and Paul 
and Christ—were celibates. 

Let the ungrateful world sneer at the maiden aunt, 
but God has a throne burnished for her arrival, and 
on one side of that throne in heaven there is a vase 
containing two jewels, the one brighter than the Koh- 
inoor of London Tower and the other larger than any 
diamond ever found in the districts of Goleonda—the 
one jewel by the lapidary of the palace cut with the 
words, “ Inasmuch as ye did it to father; ” the other 
jewel by the lapidary of the palace cut with the words, 
“ Tnasmuch as ye did it to mother.” “ Overthe Hills 
to the Poorhouse ” is the ballad of Will Carleton, who 
found an old woman who had been turned off by her 
prosperous sons, but I thank God I may find in my 
text “ Over the hills to the palace.” 





JACOB’S RESOLUTION. 


As if to disgust us with unfilial conduct, the Bible 
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presents us the story of Micah, who stole the one 
thousand one hundred shekels from his mother, and 
the story of Absalom, who tried to dethrone his father. 
But all history is beautiful with stories of filial fidelity. 
Kpaminondas, the warrior, found his chief delight in 
reciting to his parents his victories. There goes 
Aineas from burning Troy, on his shoulders Anchises, 
his father. The Athenians punished with death any 
unfilial conduct. There goes beautiful Ruth escort- 
ing venerable Naomi across the desert amid the howl- 
ing of the wolves and the barking of the jackals. 
John Lawrence, burned at the stake in Colchester, was 
cheered in the flames by his children, who said, “O 
God, strengthen thy servant and keep thy promise!” 
And Christ in the hour of excruciation provided for 
Hisold mother. Jacob kept his resolution, “TI will go 
and see him before I die,” and a little while after we 
find them walking the tessellated floor of the palace, 
Jacob and Joseph, the prime minister proud of the 
shepherd. 

I may say in regard to the most. of you that your 
parents have probably visited you for the last time or 
will soon pay you such a visit, and I have wondered 
-if they will ever visit you in the King’s palace. 
“ Oh,” you say, “Tamin the pit of sin!” Joseph was 
in the pit. “Oh,” you say, “Iam in the prison of 
mine iniquity!” Joseph was once in prison. “Oh,” 
you say, “I didn’t have a fair chance. I was denied 
maternal kindness!” Joseph was denied maternal at- 


68 GEMS OF RELIGIOUS THOUGHT. 


tendance. “Oh,” you say, “I am far away from the 
land of my nativity!” Joseph was far from home. 
“Oh,” you say, “I have been betrayed and exasper- 
ated!”’ Did not Joseph’s brethren sell him to a pass- 
ing Ishmaelitish caravan? Yet God brought him to 
that emblazoned residence, and if you will trust his 
grace in Jesus Christ you, too, will be emplaced. 

Oh, what a day that will be when the old folks 
come from an adjoining mansion in heaven and find 
you amid the alabaster pillars of the throne room and 
living with the King! They arecoming up the steps 
now, and the epaulated guard of the palace rushes in 
and says: “ Your father’s coming! Your mother’s 
coming!” And when under the arches of precious 
stones and on the pavement of porphyry you greet 
each other the scene will eclipse the meeting on the 
Goshen highway when Joseph and Jacob fell on each 
other’s neck and wept a good while. 


IMMORTAL SYMMETRY. 


But, oh, how changed the old folks will be! Their 
cheeks smoothed into the flesh of a little child. Their 
stooped posture lifted into immortal symmetry. Their 
foot now so feeble, then with the sprightliness of a 
bounding roe as they shall say to you, “ A. spirit 
passed this way from earth and told us that you were 
wayward and dissipated after we left the world, but 
you have repented, our prayer has been answered, and 
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you are here, and as we used to visit you on earth be- 
fore we died now we visit you in your new home after 
our ascension.” And father will say, “ Mother, don’t 
you see Joseph is yet alive?” And mother will say, 
“Yes, father, Joseph is yet alive.’ And then they 
will talk over their earthly anxieties in regard to you, 
and the midnight supplications in your behalf, and 
they will recite to each other the old Scripture passage 
with which they used to cheer their staggering faith, 
“‘T will be a God to thee and thy seed after thee.” 
Oh, the palace, the palace! That is what Richard Bax- 
ter called “ The saints’ everlasting rest.” That is what 
John Bunyan called .the “Celestial City.” That. is 
-Young’s “ Night Thoughts” turned into morning ex- 
ultations. That is Gray’s “Hlegy In a Churchyard ” 
turned to resurrection spectacle. That is the “Cot- 
ter’s Saturday Night” exchanged for the Cotter’s Sab- 
bath morning. That is the shepherd of Salisbury 
plains amid the flocks on the hills of heaven. That is 
the famine struck Padanaram turned into the rich 
pasture fields of Goshen. That 1s Jacob visiting 
Joseph at the emerald castle. 


MARTYRS OF THE NEEDLE. 


‘Tt is easier for a camel to go through the eye of a needle.” Matt. 
19: 24. 


WuetHer this “eye of the needle” be the small 
gate at the side of the big gate at the entrance of the 
wall of the ancient city, as is generally interpreted, or 
the eye of a needle such as is now handled in sewing 
a garment, I do not say. In either case it would be a 
tight thing fer a camel to go through the eye of a 
needle. But there are whole caravans of fatigues and 
hardships going through the eye of the sewing-woman’s 
needle. 

Very long ago the needle was busy. It was con- 
sidered honorable for women to toil in olden times. 
Alexander the Great stood in his palace showing gar- 
ments made by his own mother. The finest tapestries 
at Bayeux were made by the Queen of William the 
Conqueror. Augustus, the Emperor, would not wear 
any garments except those that were fashioned by some 
member of his royal family. So let the toiler every- 
where be respected ! 

The greatest blessing that could have happened to 
our first parents was being turned out of Eden after 
they had done wrong. Adam and Eve, in their per- 


fect state, might have got along without work, or only 
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such slight employment as a perfect garden, with no 
weeds in it, demanded. But, as soon as they had 
sinned, the best thing for them was to be turned out - 
where they would have to work. We know what a 
withering thing it is for a man to have nothing to do. 
Good old Ashbel Green, at fourscore years, when asked 
why he kept on working said, “I do so to keep out of 
mischief.” We see that a man who has a large amount. 
of money to start with has no chance. Of the thou- 
sand prosperous and honorable men that you know, 
-nine hundred and ninety-nine had to work vigorously 
at the beginning. 

But Iam now to tell you that industry is just as 
important for a woman’s safety and happiness. The 
most unhappy women in our communities to-day are 
those who have no engagements to call them up in the 
morning ; who, once having risen and breakfasted, 
lounge through the dull forenoon in slippers down at 
the heel, and with dishevelled hair, reading the last 
novel; and who, having dragged through a wretched 
forenoon in taking their afternoon sleep, and having 
spent an hour and a half at their toilet, pick up their 
card-case and go out to make calls; and who pass their 
evenings waiting for somebody to come in and break 
up the monotony. Arabella Stuart never was im- 
prisoned in so dark a dungeon as that. 

There is no happiness inan idlewoman. It may be 
with hand, it may be with brain, it may be with foot ; 
but work she must, or be wretched forever. The little 
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girls of our families must be started with that idea. 
The curse of our American society 1s that our young 
women are taught that the first, second, third, tenth, 
fiftieth, thousandth thing in their life is to get some- 
body to take care of them, instead of that, the first 
lesson should be, how, under God, they may take care of 
themselves. The simple fact is that a majority of 
them do have to take care of themselves, and that, too, 
after having, through the false notions of their parents, 
wasted the years in which they ought to have learned 
how successfully to maintain themselves. We now 
and here declare the inhumanity, cruelty, and out- 
rage of that father and mother, who pass their daugh- 
ters into womanhood, having given them no facility 
for earning their livelihood. Madame de Stael said : 
“Tt is not these writings that Iam proud of, but the 
fact that I have facility in ten occupations, in any one 
of which I could make a livelihood.” 

You say you have a fortune to leave them. O man, 
and woman! have you not learned that, like vultures, 
hawks, and eagles, riches have wings and fly away? 
Though you should be successful in leaving a compe- 
tency behind you, the trickery of executors may swamp 
it in a night; or some elders or deacons of our 
churches may get up a fictitious company, and induce 
your orphans to put their money into it, and if it be 
lost, prove to them that it was eternally decreed that 
that was the way they were to lose it, and that it went 
in the most orthodox and heavenly style. O, the 
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damnable schemes that professed Christians will en- 
gage in—until God puts his fingers into the collar of 
the hypocrite’s robe and rips it clear down to the bot- 
tom! You have no right, because you are well off, to 
conclude that your children are going to be as well off. 
A man died, leaving a large fortune. His son fell 
dead in a Philadelphia grog-shop. His old comrades 
came in and said, as they bent over his corpse, “What 
is the matter with you, Boggsey?” The surgeon 
standing over him said: “ Hush up! he is dead! ”>— 
“ Ah, he is dead!” they said. “Come, boys, let us 
go and take a drink in memory of poor Boggsey! ” 
Have you nothing better than money to leave your 
children ? If you have not, but send your daughters 
into the world with empty brain and unskilled hand, 
you are guilty of assassination, homicide, regicide, in- 
fanticide. There are women toiling in our cities for 
three and four dollars per week, who were the daughters 
of merchant princes. These suffering ones now would 
be glad to have the crumbs that once fell from their 
father’s table. That worn-out, broken shoe that she 
wears is the lineal descendant of the twelve-dollar 
gaiters in which her mother walked ; and that torn and 
faded calico had ancestry of magnificent brocade, that 
swept Broadway clean without any expense to the 
street commissioners. Though you live in an elegant 
residence, and fare sumptuously every day, let your 
daughters feel it is a disgrace to them not to know 
how to work. I denounce the idea, prevalent in society, 
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that though our young women may embroider slippers, 
and crochet, and make mats for lamps to stand on, 


without disgrace, the idea of doing anything for a 
livelihood is dishonorable. It is a shame for a young 
woman, belonging to a large family, to be inefficient 
when the father toils his life away for her support. 
It is a shame for a daughter to be idle while her 
mother toils at the wash-tub. It is as honorable to 
sweep houses, make beds, or trim hats, as it is to 
twist a watch-chain. 

As far as I can understand, the line of respectability 
lies between that which is useful and that which is 
useless. If women do that which is of no value, their 
work is honorable. If they do practical work, it is 
dishonorable. That our young women may escape the 
censure of doing dishonorable work, I shall particula- 
rize. You may knit a tidy for the back of an armchair, 
but by no means make the money wherewith to buy 
the chair. You may, with delicate brush, beautify a 
mantel-ornament, but die rather than earn enough to 
buy a marble mantel. You may learn artistic music 
until you can squall Italian, but never sing “ Orton- 
ville” or “ Old Hundred.” Do nothing practical, 
if you would, in the eyes of refined society, preserve 
your respectability. I scout these finical notions. 

In the course of a lifetime you consume whole har- 
vests, and droves of cattle, and every day you live 
breathe forty hogsheads of good pure air. You must, 
by some kind of usefulness, pay for all this. Our 
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race was the last thing created,—the birds and fishes 
on the fourth day, the cattle and lizards on the fifth 
day, and man on the sixth day. If geologists are 
right, the earth was a million of years in the possession 
of the insects, beasts and birds, before our race came 
uponit. Inone sense, we were innovators. The cattle 
lizards and hawks had pre-emption right. The ques- 
tion is not what we are to do with the lizards and 
summer insects, but what the lizards and summer in- 
sects are to do with us. 

If we want a place in this world we must earn it. 
The partridge makes its own nest before it occupies it. 
The lark, by its morning song, earns its breakfast before 
it eats it; the Bible gives an intimation that the first 
duty of an idler is to starve, when it says if he “ will 
not work, neither shall he eat.” Idleness ruins the 
health ; and very soon Nature says, “This man _ has 
refused to pay his rent; out with him!” 

Society is to be reconstructed on the subject of 
woman’s toil. A vast majority of those who would 
have woman industrious shut her up to a few kinds of 
work. My judgment in this matter is, that a woman 
has a right to do anything she can do well. There 
should be no department of merchandise, mechanism, 
art, or science barred against her. If Miss Hosmer 
has genius for sculpture, give her a chisel. If Rosa 
Bonheur has a fondness for delineating animals, let 
her make “ The Horse Fair.” If Miss Mitchell will 
study astronomy, let her mount the starry ladder. If 
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Lydia will be a merchant, let her sell purple. If Luc- 
retia Mott will preach the Gospel, let her thrill with 
her womanly eloquence the Quaker meeting-house. 

It is said, if woman is given such opportunities, she 
will occupy places that might be taken by men. I 
say, 1f she have more skill and adaptness for any posi- 
tion than a man has, let her have it! She has as 
much right to her bread, to her apparel, and to her 
home, as men have. 

But it is said that her nature is so delicate that she 
is unfitted for exhausting toil. J ask im the name of 
all past history, what toil on earth is more severe, ex- 
hausting, and tremendous than that toil of the needle 
to which for ages she has been subjected? The bat- 
tering-ram, the sword, the carbine, the battle-axe have 
made no such havoc as the needle. I would that 
these living sepulchres in which women have for ages 
been buried might be opened, and that some resurrec- 
tion trumpet might bring up these living corpses to 
the fresh air and sunlight. 

Go with me, and I will show you a woman who, by 
hardest toil, supports her children, her drunken hus- 
band, her old father and mother, pays her house-rent, 
always has wholesome food on the table, and, when 
she can get some neighbor on the Sabbath to come in 
and ate care of her family, appears in church, with 
hat and cloak that are far from indicating the toil to 
which she is subjected. 


Such a woman as that has body and soul sven to 
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fit her for any position. She could stand beside the 
majority of your salesmen and dispose of more goods. 
She could go into your wheelwright shops and beat 
one-half of your workmen at making carriages. We 
talk about women as though we had resigned to her 
all the light work, and ourselves had shouldered the 
heavier. But the day of judgment, which will reveal 
the sufferings of the stake and inquisition, will marshal 
before the throne of God and the hierarchs of heaven 
the martyrs of wash-tub and needle. 

Now, I say, if there be any preference in occupa- 
tion, let woman have it, God knows her trials are the 
severest. By her acuter sensitiveness to misfortune, 
by her hour of anguish, I demand that no one hedge 
up her pathway,,to a livelihood. O the meanness, the 
despicability 6f men who begrudge a woman the right 
to work anywhere, in any honorable calling! 

I go still further, and say that women should have 
equal compensation with men. By what principle of 
justice is it that women in many of our cities get only 
two-thirds as much pay as men, and in many cases 
only half? Here is the gigantic injustice—that for 
work equally well, if not better done, woman receives ° 

‘far less compensation than man. Start with the 
National Government; for a long while women clerks 
in Washington got nine hundred dollars for doing 
that for which men received eighteen hundred. 

To thousands of young women in our cities to-day 
there is only this alternative ; starvation or dishonor. 
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Many of the largest mercantile establishments of 
our cities are accessory to these abominations ; and 
from their large establishments there are scores of 
souls being pitched off into death ; and their employ- 
ers know it ! 

Is there a God? Will there be a judgment? I 
tell you, if God rises up to redress woman’s wrongs 
many of our large establishments will be swallowed up 
quicker than a South American earthquake ever took 
downa city. God will catch these oppressors between 
the two mill-stones of his wrath, and grind them to 
powder ! 

T hear from all this land the wail of womanhood. 
Man has nothing to answer to that wail but flatteries. 
He says she is an angel. She is not. She knows she 
is not. She is a human being, who gets hungry when 
she has no food, and cold when she has no fire. Give 
her no more flatteries ; give her justice ! 

There are about fifty thousand sewing-girls in New 
York and Brooklyn. Across the darkness of this 
night I hear their death groan. It is not such a ery 
as comes from those who are suddenly hurled out of 
life, but a slow, grinding, horrible wasting away. 
Gather them before you and look into their faces, 
pinched, ghastly, hunger-struck ! Look at their fingers, 
needle-pricked and blood-tipped! See that premature 
stoop in the shoulders! Hear that dry, hacking, 
merciless cough ! 

At a large meeting of these women, held in a hall 
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in Philadelphia, grand speeches were delivered, but a 
needle-woman took the stand, threw aside her faded 
shawl, and with her shrivelled arm, hurled a very 
thunderbolt of eloquence, speaking out the horrors of 
her own experience. 

Stand at the corner of a street in New York, in the 
very early morning, as the women go to their work. 
. Many of them had no breakfast except the crumbs 
that were left over from the night before, or a crust 
they chew on their way through the street. Here 
they come! the working-girls of the city! These 
engaged in bead-work, these in flower-making, in 
millinery, enamelling, cigar-making, book-binding, 
labelling, feather-picking, print-coloring, paper-box 
making, but, most overworked of all, and least com- 
pensated, the sewing-women. Why do they not take 
the city cars on their way up? They cannot afford 
the five cents! If, concluding to deny herself some- 
thing else, she gets into the car, give her a seat! You 
want to see how Latimer and Ridley appeared in the 
fire: look at that woman and behold a more horrible 
martyrdom, a hotter fire, a more agonizing death ! 

One Sabbath night, in the vestibule of my church, 
‘after service, a woman fell inconvulsions. The doctor 
said she needed medicine not so much as something to 
eat. As she began to revive, in her delirium, she said, 
gaspingly: “Hight cents! Hight cents! I wish I 
could get it done! I am so tired! I wish I could 
get some sleep, but I must get it done! Hight cents! 

6 


82 GEMS OF RELIGIOUS THOUGHT. 


Eight cents!” We found afterwards that she was 
making garments at eight cents apiece, and that she 
could make but three of them in a day. Hear it! 
Three times eight are twenty-four! Hear it, men and 
women who have comfortable homes! 

Some of the worst villains of the city are the em- 
ployers of these women. They beat them down to 
the last penny, and try to cheat them out of that. The 
woman must deposit a dollar or two before she gets 
the garments to work on. When the work is done it 
is sharply inspected, the most insignificant flaws. picked 
out, and the wages refused, and sometimes the dollar 
deposited not given back. The Women’s Protective 
Union reports a case where one of these poor souls, 
finding a place where she could get more wages, re- 
solved to change employers, and went to get her pay 
for work done. The employer said: “I hear you are 
going to leave me ?’’—“ Yes,” she said, “and I have 
come to get what you owe me.” He made no answer. 
She said: “ Are you not going to pay me ?”’—“ Yes,” 
he said, “TI will pay you;” and he kicked her down 
the stairs. 

How are these evils to be eradicated? What have 
you to answer, you who sell coats, and have shoes 
made, and contract for the Southern and Western 
markets? What help is there, what panacea, what 
redemption? Some say: “Give women the ballot.” 
What effect such ballot might have on other questions 
I am not here to discuss ; but what would be the effect 
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of female suffrage upon woman’s wages? I do not 
believe that woman will eyer get justice by woman’s 
ballot. 

Indeed, women oppress women as much as men do. 
Do not women, as much as men, beat down to the 
lowest figure the woman who sews for them? Are 
not women as sharp as men on washerwomen, milliners, 
and mantua-makers? If a woman asks a dollar for 
her work, does not her female employer ask her if she 
will not take ninety cents? You say “ only ten cents 
difference ;”” but that is sometimes the difference be- 
tween heaven and hell. Women often have less com- 
miseration for women than men. If a woman steps 
aside from the path of virtue, man may forgive— 
woman never! Woman will never get justice done 
her from woman’s ballot. 

Never will she get it from man’s ballot. How, 
then? God will rise up for her. God has more 
resources than we know of. The flaming sword that 
hung at Eden’s gate when woman was driven out will 
cleat with its terrible edge her oppressors. 

But there is something for our woman to do. Let 
our young people prepare to excel in spheres of work, 
and they will be able, after a while, to get larger 
wages. If it be shown that a woman can, in a store, 
sell more goods in a year than a man, she will soon 
be able not only to ask but to demand more wages, 
and to demand them successfully. Unskilled and 


incompetent labor must take what is given; skilled 
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and competent labor will eventually make its own 
standard. Admitting that the law of supply and 
demand regulates these things, I contend that the 
demand for skilled labor is very great, and the supply 
very small. 

Start with the idea that work is honorable, and that 
you can do some one thing better than any one else. 
Resolve that, God helping, you will take care of your- 
self. If you are, after a while, called into another 
relation you will all the better be qualified for it by. 
your spirit of self-reliance; or if you are called to 
stay as you are, you can be happy and self-support- 
ing. 

Poets are fond of talking about man as an oak, 
and woman the vine that climbs it; but I have seen 
many a tree fall that not only went down itself, but 
took all the vines withit. I can tell you of something 
stronger than an oak for an ivy to climb on, and that is 
the throne of the great Jehovah. Single or affianced, 
that woman is strong who leans on God and does her 
best. The needle may break; the factory-band may 
slip; the wages may fail; but over every good woman’s 
head there are spread the two great, gentle, stupen- 
dous wings of the Almighty. 

Many of you will go single-handed through life, 
and you will have to choose between two characters. 
Young woman, I am sure you will turn your back 
upon the useless, giggling, painted nonentity which 
society ignominiously acknowledges to be a woman. 
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and ask God to make you an humble, active, earnest 
Christian. 

What will become of this godless disciple of fashion ? 
What an insult to her sex! Her manners are an out- 
rage upon decency. She is more thoughtful of the 
attitude she strikes upon the carpet than how she will 
look in the judgment; more worried about her freckles 
than her sins; more interested in her bonnet-strings 
than in her redemption. Her apparel is the poorest 
part of a Christian woman, however magnificently 
dressed, and no one has so much right to dress well as 
a Christian. Not so with the godless disciple of 
fashion. Take her robes, and you take everything. 
Death will come down on her some day, and rub the 
bistre off her eyelids, and the rouge off her cheeks, 
and with two rough, bony hands, scatter spangles, 
rings, ribbons, lace, brooches, buckles, sashes, frisetts 
and golden clasps. 

The dying actress whose life had been vicious said : 
“The scene closes. Draw the curtain.” Generally 
the tragedy comes first, the farce afterward ; but in 
her life it was first the farce of a useless life, and then 
the tragedy of a wretched eternity. ; 

Compare the life and death of such a one with that 
of some Christian aunt that was once a blessing to 
your household. I do not know that she was ever 
offered a hand in marriage. She lived single, that 
untrammelled she might be everybody’s blessing. 
Whenever the sick were to be visited, or the poor to 
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be provided with bread, she went with a blessing. She 
could pray, or sing “Rock of Ages,’ for any sick 
pauper who asked her. As she got older, there were 
days when she was a little sharp, but for the most 
part Auntie was a sunbeam—yjust the one for Christ- 
mas-eve. She knew better than any one else how to 
fix things. 

Her every prayer, as God heard it, was s full of every- 
body who had trouble. The brightest things in all 
the house dropped from her fingers. She had peculiar 
notions, but the grandest notion she ever had was to 
make you happy. She dressed well—Auntie always 
dressed well; but her highest adornment was that of 
a meek and quiet spirit, which, in the sight of God is, 
of great price. 

When old Auntie died, you all gathered lovingly 
about her; and as you carried her out to rest, the 
Sunday school class almost covered the coffin with 
japonicas ; and the poor people stood at the end of 
the alley, with their aprons to their eyes, sobbing 
bitterly ; and the man of the world said, with Solomon, 
“Her price was above rubies;”’ and Jesus, as unto 
the maiden in Judea, commanded: “I say unto thee, 
arise |” 


THE BIBLE AS IT IS. 
THE EXPURGATION OF THE SCRIPTURES. 


WHY THE GOOD BOOK NEEDS NO RECONSTRUCTION—NOTHING CAN BE 
ADDED NOR TAKEN FROM IT. 


“Let God be true, but every man a liar.” Romans iii, 4. 


The Bible needs reconstruction according to some 
inside and outside the pulpit. It is no surprise that 
the world bombards the Scriptures, but it is amazing 
to find Christian ministers picking at this.in the Bible 
and denying that, until many good people are left in 
the fog about what parts of the Bible they ought to 
believe and what parts reject. The heinousness of 
finding fault with the Bible at this time is most evi- 
dent. In our day the Bible is assailed by scurrility, 
misrepresentation, infidel scientists, by all the vice of 
earth and all the venom of perdition, and at this par- 
ticular time even preachers of the gospel fall into line 
_ of criticism of the word of God. Why, it makes me 
think of a ship in a September equinox, the waves 
dashing to the top of the smoke-stack, and the hatches 
fastened down, and many prophesying the foundering 
of the steamer, and at that time some of the crew 
with axes and saws go down into the hold of the ship, 
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and they try to saw off some of the planks and pry 
out some of the timbers because the timber did not 


come from the right forest. 
It does not seem to me a commendable business for 


the crews to be helping the winds and storms outside 
with their axes and saws inside. Now, this old gospel 
ship, what with the roaring of earth and hell around 
the stem and stern and mutiny on deck, is having a 
very rough voyage, but I have not noticed that one of 
the timbers has started, and the captain says he will 
see it through. And I have noticed that keelson and 
counter timber knee are built out of Lebanon cedar, 
and she is going to weather the gale, but no credit to 
those who make mutiny on deck. 


EXPURGATION OF THE SCRIPTURES. 


When I see professed Christians in this particular 
day finding fault with the Scriptures, it makes me 
think of a fortress terrifically bombarded, and the 
men on the ramparts, instead of swabbing out and 
loading the guns and helping fetch up the ammuni- 
tion from the magazine, are trying with crowbars to 
pry out from the wall certain blocks of stone, because 
they did not come from the right quarry. Oh, men 
on the ramparts, better fight back, and fight down the 
common enemy, instead of trying to make breaches in 
the wall! 

~ While I oppose the expurgation of the Seriptures, 
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I shall give you my reasons for such opposition. 
“ What!” say some of the theological evolutionists 
whose brains have been addled by too long brooding 
over Darwin and Spencer, “you don’t now really 
believe all the story of the garden of Eden, do you?” 
Yes, as much as I believe there were roses in my 
garden last summer. 

“ But,” say they, “ you don’t really believe that the 
sun and moon stood still?” Yes, and if I had 
strength enough to create a sun and moon I could 
make them stand still or cause the refraction of the 
sun’s rays so it would appear to stand still. “ But,” they 
say, “ you don’t really believe that the whale swallowed 
Jonah?” Yes, and if I were strong enough to make a 
whale I could have made very easy ingress for the refrac- 
tory prophet, leaving to evolution to eject him if he 
were an unworthy tenant! “But,” say they, “you 
don’t really believe that the water was turned into 
wine?” Yes, justas easily as water now is often turned 
into wine with an admixture of strychnine and logwood ! 
“ But,” they say, “ you don’t really believe that Sam- 
son slew one thousand with the jaw-bone of an ass?” 
Yes, and I think that the man who in this day as- 
.saults the Bible is wielding the same weapon ! 

There is nothing in the Bible that staggers me. 
There are many things I do not understand, I do not 
pretend to understand, never shall in this world un- 
derstand. But that would be a very poor God who 
could be fully understood by the human. That would 
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be a very small Infinite that can be measured by the 
finite. You must not expect to weigh the thunder- 
bolts of Omnipotence in an apothecary’s balance. 
Starting with the idea that God can do anything, and 
that he was present at the beginning, and that he is 
present now, there is nothing in the holy Scriptures 
to arouse skepticism in my heart. Here I stand a 
fossil of the ages, dug up from the tertiary formation, 
fallen off the shelf of an antiquarian, a man in the 
latter part of the glorious nineteenth century believ- 
ing in a whole Bible from lid to lid. 


DIVINELY PROTECTED. 


I am opposed to the expurgation of the Scriptures in 
the first place, because the Bible in its present shape 
has been so miraculously preserved. Fifteen hundred 
years after Herodotus wrote his history, there was 
only one manuscript copy of it. Twelve hundred 
years after Plato wrote his book, there was only one 
manuscript copy of it. God was so careful to have 
us have the Bible in just the right shape that we have 
fifty manuscript copies of the New Testament a thou- 
sand years old, and some of them four thousand five 
hundred years old. This book handed down from the 
time of Christ, or just after, by the hand of such men 
as Origen in the second century and Tertullian in the 
third century, and by men of different ages who died 
for their principles. The three best copies of the 
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New Testament in manuscript in the possession of the 
three great churches—the Protestant church of Eng- 
land, the Greek church of St. Petersburg and the 
Romish church of Italy. 

It is a plain matter of history that Tischendorf went 
to a convent in the peninsula of Sinai and was by ropes 
lifted over the wall into the convent, that being the 
only mode of admission, and that he saw there in the 
wastebasket for kindling for the fires a manuscript of 
the Holy Scriptures. That night he copied many of 
the passages of that Bible, but it was not until fifteen 
years had passed of earnest entreaty and prayer and 
coaxing and purchase on his part that that copy of the 
_ holy Scriptures was put into the hand of the emperor 
of Russia—that one copy so marvelously protected. 

Do you not know that the catalogue of the books 
of the Old and New Testaments as we have it is the 
same catalogue that has been coming down through 
the ages? Thirty-nine books of the Old Testament 
thousands of years ago. Thirty-nine now. Twenty- 
seven books of the New Testament one thousand six 
hundred years ago. Twenty-seven books of the New 
Testament now. Marcion, for wickedness, was turned 
out of the church in the second century, and in his 
assault on the Bible and Christianity he incidentally 
gives a catalogue of the books of the Bible—that cat- 
alogue corresponding exactly with ours—testimony 
given by the enemy of the Bible and the enemy of 
Christianity. The catalogue now just like the catal- 
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ogue then. Assaulted and spit on and torn to pieces 
and burned, yet adhering. The book to-day, in three 
hundred languages, confronting four-fifths of the 
human race in their own tongue. Four hundred mil- 
lion copies of it in existence. Does not that look as if 
this book had been divinely protected, as if God had 


guarded it all through the centuries ? 


BOOK EPIDEMICS. 


Is it not an argument plain enough to every honest 
man and every honest woman that a book divinely pro- 
tected and in this shape is in the very shape that God 
wants it? It pleases God and ought to please us. 
The epidemics which have swept thousands of other 
books into the sepulcher of forgetfulness have only 
brightened the fame of this. There is not one book 
out of one thousand that lives five years. Any pub- 
lisher will tell you that. There will not be more than 
one book out of twenty thousand that will live a cen- 
tury. Yet here is a book, much of it one thousand 
six hundred years old and much of it four thousand 
years old and with more rebound and resilience and 
strength in it than when the book was first put upon 
parchment or papyrus. 

This book saw the cradle of all other books, and it 
will see their graves. Would you not think that an 
old book like this, some of it forty centuries old, would 
come along hobbling with age and on crutches? In- 
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stead of that, more potent than any other book of the 
time. More copies of it printed in the last ten years 
than of any other book—Walter Scott’s Waverly 
Novels, Macaulay’s “ History of England.” Disraeli’s 
“ Endymion,” the works of Tennyson and Longfellow 
and all the popular books of our time having no such 
sale in the last ten years as this old worn-out book. 
Do you know what a struggle a book has in order to 
get through one century or two centuries? Some old 
books, during a fire in a seraglio of Constantinople, 
were thrown into the street. A man without any ed- 
ucation picked up one of those books, read it, and did 
not see the value of it. A scholar looked over his 
shoulder and saw it was the first and second decades 
of Livy, and he offered the man a large reward if he 
would bring the books to his study, but in the excite- 
ment of the fire the two parted, and the first and sec- 
ond decades of Livy were forever lost. Pliny wrote 
twenty books of history. All lost. The most of 
Menander’s writings lost. Of one hundred and thirty 
comedies of Planutus, all gone buttwenty. Kuripides 
wrote one hundred dramas, all gone but nineteen. 
Aaschlyus wrote one hundred dramas, all gone but 
seven. Varro wrote the laborious biographies of seven 
hundred Romans, not a fragment left. Quintilian 
wrote his favorite book on the corruption of eloquence 
all lost. Thirty books of Tacitus lost. Dion Cassius 
wrote eighty books, only twenty remain. Berostus’ 
history all lost. 
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ATTEMPTS TO ADD TO THE BIBLE. 


Nearly all the old books are mummified and are 
lying in the tombs of old libraries, and perhaps once 
in twenty years some man comes along and picks up 
one of them and blows the dust off, opens it and finds 
it the book he does not want. But this old book, 
much of it forty centuries old, stands to-day more dis- 
cussed than any other book, and it challenges the ad- 
miration of all the good, and the spite, venom, ani- 
mosity, and hypercriticism of earth and hell. I appeal 
to your common sense if a book so divinely guarded 
and protected in its present shape must not be in just 
the way that God wants it to come to us, and if it 
pleases God ought it not to please us ? 

Not only have all the attempts to detract from the 
book failed, but all the attempts to add to it. Many 
attempts were made to add the apocryphal books to 
the Old Testament. The council of Trent, the synod 
of Jerusalem, the bishops of Hippo, all decided that 
the apocryphal books must be added to the Old Tes- 
tament. “They must stay in,” said those learned men, 
but they staid out. There is not an intelligent Chris- 
tian man that to-day will put the book of Maccabees 
or the book of Judith beside the book of Isaiah or 
Romans. Then agreat many said, “ We must have 
books added to the New Testament,” and there were 
epistles and gospels and apocalypses written and added 
to the New Testament, but they have all fallen out. - 
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You cannot add anything. You cannot subtract 
anything. Divinely protected book in the present 
shape. Let no man dare to lay his hands on it with 
the intention of detracting from the book or casting 
out any of these holy pages. 

Besides that, Iam opposed to this expurgation of 
the Scriptures because if the attempt were successful, 
it would be the annihilation of the Bible. Infidel 
geologists would say, “Out with the book of 
Genesis; ”’ infidel astronomers would say, “ Out with 
the book of Joshua;” people who do not believe in 
the atoning sacrifice would say, “Out with the book 
of Leviticus ;”’ people who do not believe in the mir- 
acles say, “ Out with all those wonderful stories in the 
Old and New Testament;” and some would say, 
“Out with the book of Revelation;” and others 
would say, “ Out with the entire Pentateuch,” and the 
work would go on until there would not be enough 
of the Bible left to be worth as much as last year’s 
almanac. The expurgation of the Scriptures means 
their annihilation. 


THE FAMILY BIBLE. 


I am also opposed to this proposed expurgation of 
the Scriptures for the fact that in proportion as people 
become self-sacrificing and good and holy and conse- 
erated, they like the book as it is. I have yet to find 
aman or a woman distinguished for self-sacrifice, for 
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consecration to God, for holiness of life, who wants 
the Bible changed. Many of us have inherited family 
Bibles. Those Bibles were in use twenty, forty, fifty, 
perhaps one hundred years in the generations. To- 
day take down those family Bibles, and find out if - 
there are any chapters which have been erased by 
lead-pencil or pen, and if in any margins you ean find 
the words, “ This chapter not fit to read.” There has 
been plenty of opportunity during the last half cent- 
ury privately to expurgate the Bible. Do you know 
any case of such expurgation? Did not your grand- 
father give it to your father, and did not your father 
give it to you? 

Besides that I am opposed to the expurgation of the 
Seriptures, because the so-called indelicacies and cru- 
elties of the Bible have demonstrated no evil result. 
A cruel book will produce cruelty. An unclean book 
will produce uncleanness. Fetch me a victim. Out 
of all Christendom and out of all the ages fetch me a 
victim whose heart has been hardened to cruelty or 
whose life has been made impure by this book. One 
of the best families I ever knew of, for. thirty or forty 
“years, morning and evening, had all the members 
gathered together, and the servants of the household, 
and the strangers that happened to be within the gates, 
—without leaving out a chapter or a verse, they read 
this holy book, morning by morning, night by night. 
Not only the older children, but the little child who 
could just spell her way through the verse while her 
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mother helped her, the father beginning and reading 
one verse and then all the members of the family in 
turn reading a verse. The father maintained his 
integrity, the mother maintained her integrity, the 
sons grew up and entered professions and com- 
mercial life, adorning every sphere in the life in which 
they lived, and the daughters went into families where 
Christ was honored, and all that was good and pure 
and righteous reigned perpetually. For thirty years 
that family endured the Scriptures. Not one of them 
ruined by them. 


NO GILDING OF SIN. 


Now, if you will tell me of a family where the Bible 
has been read twice a day for thirty years, and the 
children have been brought up in that habit, and the 
father went to ruin, and the mother went to ruin, and 
the sons and daughters were destroyed by it—if you will 
tell me of one such incident, I will throw away my Bible 
or I will doubt your veracity. I tell you if a man is 
shocked with what he calls the indelicacies of the Word 
of God he is prurient in his taste and imagination. If 

-aman cannot read Solomon’s Song without impure sug- 
gestion, he is either in his heart or in his life a libertine. 

The Old Testament description of wickedness, un- 
cleanness of all sorts, 1s purposely and righteously a 
disgusting account, instead of the Byronic and the 
Parisian vernacular, which makes sin attractive instead 
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of appalling. When those old prophets point you to 
a lazaretto, you understand it isa lazaretto. When a 
man having begun to do right falls back into wicked- 
ness and gives up his integrity, the Bible does not say 
he was overcome by the fascinations of the festive 
board, or that he surrendered to convivialities, or that 
he became a little fast in his habits. I will tell you 
what the Bible says, “'The dog is turned to his own 
vomit again and the sow that was washed to her wal- 
lowing in the mire.” No gilding of imiquity. No 
garlands on a death’s head. No pounding away with 
a silver mallet at iniquity when it needs an iron sledge- 
hammer. 

I can easily understand how people brooding over 
the description of uncleanness in the Bible may get 
morbid in mind until they are as full of it as the wings, 
and the beak, and the nostril, and the claw of a buzzard 
are full of the odors of a carcass, but what is wanted 
is not that the Bible be disinfected, but that you, the 
critic, have your mind and heart washed with carbolic 
acid. 

I tell you at this point in my discourse that a man 
who does not like this book, and who is critical as to 
its contents, and who is shocked and outraged with 
its descriptions, has never been soundly converted. 
The laying on of the hands of presbytery or episcopacy 
does not always change a man’s heart, and men some- 
times get into the pulpit, as well as into the pew, never 
having been changed radically by the sovereign grace 
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of God. Get your heart right and the Bible will be 
right. The trouble in men’s nature are not brought 
into harmony with the word of God. Ah, my friends, 
expurgation of the heart is what is wanted ! 

You cannot make me believe that the Scriptures, 
which this moment le on the table of the purest and 
best men and women of the age, and which were the 
dying solace of your kindred passed into the skies, 
have in them a taint which the strongest microscope 
of honest criticism could make visible. If men are 
uncontrollable in their indignation when the integrity 
of wife or child is assailed, and judges and jurors as 
far as possible excuse violence under such provocation, 
what ought to be the overwhelming and long resound- 
ing thunders of condemnation for any man who will 
stand in a Christian pulpit and assail the more than 
virgin purity of inspiration, the well-beloved daughter 


of God ? a 


MASTERPIECES OF INSPIRATION. 


Expurgate the Bible! You might as well go to the 
old picture galleries in Dresden and in Venice and in 
Rome and expurgate the old paintings. Perhaps you 
could find a foot of Michael Angelo’s “Last Judg- 
ment” that might be improved. Perhaps you could 
throw more expression into Raphael’s “ Madonna.” 
Perhaps you could put more pathos into Rubens’ 
“ Descent from the Cross.” Perhaps you could change 
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the crests of the waves in Turner’s “Slave Ship.” 
Perhaps you might go into the old galleries of sculp- 
ture and change the forms and the posture of the 
statues of Phidias and Praxiteles. Such an iconoclast 
would very soon find himself in the penitentiary. But 
_ it is worse vandalism when a man proposes to refashion 
these masterpieces of inspiration and to remodel the 
moral giants of this gallery of God. 

Now, let us divide off. Let those people who do 
not believe the Bible and who are critical of this and 
that part of it go clear over to the other side. Let 
them stand behind the devil’s guns. There can be no 
compromise between infidelity and Christianity. Give 
us the out and out opposition of infidelity rather than 
the work of these hybrid theologians, these mongrel 
ecclesiastics, these half evoluted people, who believe 
the Bible and do not believe it, who accept the miracles 
and do not accept them, who believe in the inspiration 
of the Scriptures and do not believe in the inspiration 
of the Scriptures—trimming their belief on one side 
to suit the skepticism of the world, trimming their be- 
hef on the other side to suit the pride of their own 
heart, and feeling that in order to demonstrate their 
courage they must make the Bible the target and 
shoot at God. 


BIBLE HEROES. 


There is one thing that encourages me very much, 
and that is that the Lord made out to manage the 
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universe before they were born, and will probably be 
able to make out to manage the universe a little while 
after they are dead. While I demand that the anta- 
gonists of the Bible and the critics of the Bible go 
clear over where they belong, on the devil’s side, I 
ask that all the friends of this good book come out 
openly and above board in behalf of. it, that book 
which was the best inheritance you ever received from 
your ancestry, and which will be the best legacy you 
will leave to your children when you bid them good-by 
as you cross the ferry to the golden city. 

- Young man, do not be ashamed of your Bible. 
There is not a virtue but it commends, there is not a 
sorrow but it comforts, there is not a good law on the 
statute book of any country but it 1s founded on these 
Ten Commandments. There are no braver, grander 
people in all the earth than the heroes and the heroines 
~ which it biographizes. 

Of all the wrecks of Dore, the great artist, there 
was nothing so impressive as his illustrated Bible. 
What scene of Abrahamic faith or Edenic beauty, of 
dominion Davidie or Solomonic, of miracle or parable, 
nativity or of crucifixion or last judgment but the 
thought leaped from the great brain to the skillful 
pencil, and from the skillful pencil to canvas immortal. 
The Louvre, the Luxembourg, the National Gallery 
of London compressed within two volumes of Dore’s 
illustrated Bible. But the Bible will come to better 
illustration than that, my friends, when all the deserts 
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have become gardens, and all the armories have become 
academies, and all the lakes have become Gennesarets 
with Christ walking them, and all the cities have be- 
come Jerusalems with hovering Shekinah ; and the 
two hemispheres shall be clapping cymbals of divine 
praise, and the round earth a footlght to Emmanuel’s 
throne—that, to all lands and ages and centuries and 
cycles will be the best specimen of Bible illustrated. 


THE DEADLY OXGOAD. 
SHAMGAR’S EFFECTIVE WEAPON. 


How AN UNPARALLELED VICTORY WAS WON BY THE USE OF A SIMPLE 
FARM IMPLEMENT—THE ESSENTIAL ELEMENTS OF VICTORY—NEED 
OF GOD’S HELP, 


“After him was Shamgar, which slew of the Eisaicane six hun- 
dred men with an oxgoad.”—Judges iii. 31. 


OnE day while Shamgar, the farmer, was plowing 
with a yoke of oxen, his command of whoa haw gee 
was changed to the shout of battle. Philistines, al- 
ways ready to make trouble, march up with sword and 
spear. Shamgar, the plowman, had no sword and 
would not probably have known how to wield it if he 
had possessed one. But fight he must or go down 
under the stroke of the Philistimes. He had an ox- 
goad—a weapon used to urge on the lazy team; a 
weapon about eight feet ae with a sharp iron at 
one end to puncture the beast and a wide iron chisel 
or shovel at the other end with which to scrape the 
clumps of soil from the plowshare. Yet with the iron 
prong at one end of the oxgoad and the iron scraper 
at the other it was not such a weapon as one would 


desire to use in battle with armed Philistines. But 
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God helped the farmer, and leaving the oxen to look 
after themselves he charged upon the invaders of his 
homestead. 

Some of the commentaries, to make it easier for 
Shamgar, suggest that perhaps he led a regiment of 
farmers into the combat, his oxgoad only one of many 
oxgoads. But the Lord does not need any of you to 
help in making the Seriptures, and Shamgar, with the 
Lord on his side, was mightier than six hundred Phil- — 
istines with the Lord against them. The battle opened. 
Shamgar, with muscles strengthened by open air and 
plowman’s and reaper’s and thresher’s toil, uses the 
only weapon at hand, and he swings the oxgoad up 
and down, this way and that, now stabbing with the 
iron prong at one end of it and now thrusting with 
the iron scraper at the other, and now bringing down 
the whole weight of the instrument upon the heads of 
the enemy. The Philistines are in a panic and the 
supernatural forces come in and a blow that would not 
under other circumstances have prostrated or slain left 
its victim lifeless, until, when Shamgar walked over 
the field he counted one hundred dead, three hundred 
dead, five hundred dead, six hundred dead—all the 
work done by an oxgoad with an iron prong at one end 
and an iron shovel at the other. The fame of this 
achievement by this farmer with an awkward weapon 
of war spread abroad and lionized him, until he was 
hoisted into the highest place of power and became 
the third of the mighty judges of Israel. So you see 
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_ that Cincinnatus was not the only man lifted from plow 
to throne. 

For what reason was this unprecedented and un- 
paralleled victory of a farmer’s oxgoad put into this 
Bible, where there was no spare room for the unim- 
portant and the trivial? 


THK CHOICE OF WEAPONS. 


It was, first of all, to teach you and to teach me 
and to teach all past ages since then and to teach all 
ages to come that in the war for God and against sin 
we ought to put to the best use the weapon we happen 
to have on hand. Why did not Shamgar wait until 
he could get a war charger, with neck arched and 
~ back caparisoned and nostrils sniffing the battle afar 
off, or until he could get war equipment or could drill 
a regiment, and wheeling them into lne command 
them forward to the charge? To wait for that would 
have been defeat and annihilation. So he takes the 
best weapon he could lay hold of, and that is an ox- 
goad. Weare called into the battle for the right and 
against wrong, and many of us have not just the kind 
of weapon we would prefer. It may not be a sword 
of argument. It may not be the spear of sharp, 
thrusting wit. It may not be the battering ram of 
denunciation. 

But there is something we can do and some forces 
ve can wield. Do not wait for what you have not, but 
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use what you have. Perhaps you have not eloquence, 
but you haveasmile. Well, a smile of encouragement 
has changed the behavior of tens of thousands of wan- 
derers and brought them back to God and enthroned 
them in heaven. You cannot make a persuasive 
appeal, but you can set an example, and a good ex- 
ample has saved more souls than you could count in a 
year if you counted all the time. You -cannot give 
$10,000, but you can give as much as the widow of 
the gospel, whose two mites, the smallest coins of the 
Hebrews, were bestowed in such a spirit as to make 
her more famous than all the contributions that ever 
endowed all the hospitals and universities of all 
Christendom, of all time. You have very limited 
vocabulary, but you can say “ yes 
firm “yes” or an emphatic “no,” has traversed the 
centuries, and will traverse all eternity, with good in- 


” or “Sno, anda 


fluence. You may not have the courage to confront 
a large assemblage, but you can tell a Sunday-school 
class of two—a boy and a giul—how to find Christ, 
and one of them may become a William Carey, to start 
influences that will redeem India, and the other a 
Florence Nightingale, who will illumine battlefields 
covered with the dying and the dead. 

That was a tough case in a town of England where 
a young lady, applying for a Sabbath school class, was 
told by the superintendent she would have to pick 
up one out of the street. The worst of the class 
brought from the street was one Bob. He was fitted 
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out with respectable clothing by the superintendent. 
But after two or three Sabbaths he disappeared. He 
was found with his clothes in tatters, for he had been 
fighting. The second time Bob was well clad for 
school. After coming once or twice he again disap- 
peared, and was found in rags, consequent upon fight- 
ing. The teacher was disposed to give him up, but 
the superintendent said, “ Let us try him again,” and 
the third suit of clothes was provided him. There- 
after he came until he was converted, and joined the 
church, and started for the gospel ministry, and became 
a foreign missionary, preaching and translating the 
Seriptures. Who was the boy called Bob? The 
illustrious Dr. Robert Morrison, great on earth and 
greater in heaven. Who his teacher was I know not, 
but she used the opportunity opened and great has 
been hex reward. You may not be able to load an 
Armstrong guir; you may not be able to hurl a Hotch- 
kiss shell; you may not be able to shoulder a glitter- 
ing musket; but use anything you can lay your hands 
on. Try a blacksmith’s hammer or a merchant’s yard-. 
stick or a mason’s trowel or a carpenter’s plane or a : 
housewife’s broom or a farmer’s oxgoad. One of the 
surprises of heaven will be what grand results came 
from how simple means. Matthias Joyce, the vile man, 
became a great apostle of righteousness, not from hear- 
ing’ John Wesley preach, but from seeing him kiss a 
little child on the pulpit stairs. 
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THE HELP OF GOD. 


Again, my subject springs upon us the thought that 
in calculating the prospects of religious attempt we 
must take omnipotence and omniscience and omnipre- 
sence and all the other attributes of God into the cal- 
culation. Whom do you see on that plowed field of 
my text? One hearer says, “I see Shamgar.” An- 
other hearer says, “I see six hundred Philistines.” My 
hearer, you have missed the chief personage on that 
battlefield of plowed ground. I also see Shamgar and 
six hundred Philistines ; but, more than all and mightier 
than all and more overwhelming than all, I see God. 
Shamgar with his unaided arm, however muscular, and 
with that humble instrument made for agricultural pur- 
poses and never constructed for combat, could not have 
wrought such victory. It was omnipotence above 
and beneath and back of and at the point of the 
oxgoad. Before that battle was over the plowman real- 
ized this, and all the six hundred Philistines realized it, 
and all who visited the battlefield afterward appre- 
ciated it. I want in heaven to hear the story, for it 
can never be fully told on earth—perhaps some day 
may be set apart for the rehearsal, while all heaven 
listens—the story of how God blessed awkward and 
humble instrumentalities. Many an evangelist has 
come into a town given up to worldliness. -The 
pastors say to the evangelist: “We are glad you 
have come, but it is a hard field, and we feel sorry 
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for you. The members of our churches play progres- 
sive euchre and go to the theatre and bet at the horse 
races, and gayety and fashion have taken possession 
of the town. We have advertised your meetings, 
but are not very hopeful. God bless you.” This 
evangelist takes his place on platform or pulpit. He 
never graduated at college, and there are before him 
twenty graduates of the best universities. He never 
took one lesson in elocution, and there are before him 
twenty trained orators. Many of the ladies present 
are graduates of the highest female seminaries, and 
one slip in grammar or one mispronunciation will 
result in suppressed giggle. Amid the general chill 
that pervades the house the unpretending evangelist 
opens his Bible and takes for his text, “Lord, that 
my eyes may be opened.” Opera glasses in the 
gallery curiously scrutinize the speaker. He tells in a 
plain way the story of the blind man, tells two or 
three touching anecdotes, and the general chill gives 
way before a strange warmth. 

A classical hearer who took the first honor at Yale 
and who is a prince of proprieties finds his spectacles 
becoming dim with a moisture suggestive of tears. A 
worldly mother who has been bringing up her sons 
-and daughters in utter godlessness puts her handker- 
chief to her eyes and begins to weep. Highly edu-_ 
cated men who came to criticise and pick to pieces 
and find fault bow their gold-headed canes. What is 


that sound from under the gallery? It is a sob, and 
8 
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sobs are catching, and all along the wall and all up 
and down the audience there is deep emotion, so that 
when at the close of the service anxious souls are in- 
vited to especial seats or the mquiry room, they come 
up by scores and kneel and repent and rise up par- 
doned; the whole town is shaken and places of evil 
amusement are sparsely attended and rum-holes lose 
their patrons and the churches are thronged, and the 
whole community is cleansed and elevated and re- 
joiced. What power did the evangelist bring to bear 
to capture that town for righteousness? Not one 
brilliant epigram did he utter. Not one graceful 
gesture did he make. Not one rhetorical climax did . 
he pile up. But there was something about him that 
people had not taken in the estimate when they pro- 
phesied the failure of that work. They had not 
taken into calculation the omnipotence of the Holy | 
Ghost. It was not the flash of a Damascus blade. 
It was God, before and behind and all around the ox- 
goad. When people say that crime will triumph and 
the world will never be converted because of the 
seeming insufficiency of the means employed, they 
count. the six hundred armed Philistines on one side 
and Shamgar, the farmer, awkwardly equipped, on the 
other side, not realizing that the chariots of God are . 
twenty thousand and that all heaven, cherubic, seraphic, 
archangelic, deific, 1s on what otherwise would be the 
weak side. Napoleon, the author of the saying, “ God 
is on the side of the heaviest artillery,” lived to find 
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out his mistake, for at Waterloo the hundred and 
sixty guns of the English overcame the two hundred 
and fifty guns of the French. God is on the side of 
the right, and one man in the right will eventually be 
found stronger than six hundred men in the wrong. 
Tn all estimates of any kind of Christian work do not 
make a mistake every day made of leaving out the 
Head of the universe. 


HUMBLE WEAPONS. 


Again, my subject springs upon us the thought that 
in God’s service it is best to use weapons that are par- 
ticularly suited to us. Shamgar had, like many of us, 
been brought up on a farm. He knew nothing about 
javelins and bucklers and helmets and breastplates and 
greaves of brass and catapults and ballistee and iron 
scythes fastened to the axles of chariots. But he was 
~ familiar with the flail of the threshing floor and knew 
how to pound with that, and the ax of the woods and 
knew how to hew with that, and the oxgoad of the 
plowman and knew how to thrust with that. And you 
and I will do best to use those means that we can best 
handle ; those weapons with which we can make the 
most execution. Some in God’s service will do best 
with the pen; some with the voice; some by extem- 
poraneous speech, for they have the whole vocabulary 
of the English language half-way between their brain 
and tongue, and others will do best with manuscript 
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spread out before them. Some will serve God by the 
plow, raismg wheat and corn and giving liberally of 
what they sell to churches and missions; some as 
merchants, and out of their profits will dedicate a tenth 
to the Lord; some as physicians, prescribing for the 
world’s ailments; and some as attorneys, defending 
innocence and obtaining rights that otherwise would 
not be recognized ; and some as sailors, helping bridge 
the seas; and some as teachers and pastors. The 
kingdom of God is dreadfully retarded by so many of 
us attempting to do that which we cannot do; reach- 
ing up for broadsword or falchion or bayonet or 
scimeter or Enfield rifle or Paixhan’s gun, while we 
ought to be content with an ox-goad. I thank God 
that there are tens of thousands of Christians whom 
you never heard of and never will hear of until you 
see them in the high places of heaven, who are nowin 
a quiet way in homes and schoolhouses and in praying 
circles and by sick-beds and up dark alleys saying the 
saving word and doing the saving deed, the agerega- 
tion of their work overpowering the most ambitious 
statistics. 

In the grand review of heaven, when the regiments 
pass the Lord of Hosts, there will be whole regiments 
of nurses and Sabbath-school teachers and tract distri- 
butors and unpretending workers, before whom as they 
pass the kings and queens of God and the Lamb will 
lift flashing coronet and bow down in recognition and 
reverence. The most of the Christian work for the 
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world’s reclamation and salvation will be done by 
people of one talent and two talents, while the ten 
talent people are up in the astronomical observatories 
studying other worlds, though they do little or nothing 
for the redemption of this world, or are up in the rare- 
fied realms of “higher criticism” trying to find out 
that Moses did not write the Pentateuch or to prove 
that the throat of the whale was not large enough to 
swallow the minister who declined the call to Nineveh, 
and apologizing for the Almighty for certain inexpli- 
cable things they have found in the Scriptures. It will 
be found out at last that the Krupp guns have not done 
so much to capture this world for God as the ox-goads. 


A VICTORY WITH PITCHERS. 


Years ago I was to summer in the Adirondacks, 
and my wealthy friend, who was a great hunter and 
fisherman, said, “I am not going to the Adirondacks 
this season, and you can take my equipment and I will 
send it up to Paul Smith’s.” Well, it was there when 
Larrived in the Adirondacks, a splendid outfit, that 
cost many hundreds of dollars, a gorgeous tent, and 
such elaborate fishing apparatus; such guns of all 
_ styles of exquisite make and reels and pouches and bait 
and torches and lunch baskets and many more things 
that I could not even guess the use of. And my friend 
of the big soul had even written on and engaged men 
who should accompany me into the forest and carry 
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home the deer and the trout. If the mountains could 
have seen and understood it at the time there would 
have been panic among the antlers and the fins 
through all the “John Brown’s Tract.” Well, I am 
no hunter, and not a roebuck or a game fish did I in- 
jure. But there were hunters there that season who 
had nothing but a plain gun and a rug to sleep on and 
a coil of fishing line and a box of ammunition and 
bait, who came in ever and anon with as many of the 
captives of forest and stream as they and two or three 
attendants could carry. Now, I fear that many Chris" 
tian workers who have most elaborate educational and 
theological and professional equipment, and most won- 
derful weaponry, sufficient, you would think, to cap- 
ture a whole community or a whole nation for God, 
will in the last day have but little except their fine 
tackling to show, while some who had no advantages 
except that which they got im prayer and consecration 
will, by the souls they have brought to the shore of 
eternal safety, prove that they have been gloriously 
successful as fishers of men, and in taking many who, 
like the hart, were panting after the water brooks. 
What made the Amalekites run before Gideon’s 
army? ach one of the army knew how much racket 
the breaking of one pitcher would make. So three hun- 
dred men that night took three hundred pitchers and a 
lamp inside the pitcher, and at a given signal the 
lamps were lifted and the pitchers were violently dashed 
down. The flash of light and the racket of the there 
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hundred demolished pitchers sent the enemy into wild 
fight. Not much of a weapon, you would say, is a 
broken pitcher, but the Lord made that awful crash of 
crockery the means of triumph for his people. And 
there is yet to be a battle with the pitchers. The 
night of the world’s dissipation may get darker 
and darker, but after a while, in what watch of - 
the night I know not, all the ale pitchers, and 
the wine pitchers, and the beer pitchers, and the 
whiskey pitchers of the earth will be hurled into 
demolition by converted inebriates and Christian re- 
formers, and at that awful crash of infernal crockery 
the Amalekitish host of pauperism and loaferdom and 
domestic quarrel and cruelty and assassination will fly 
the earth. Take the first weapon you can lay your 
hands on. Why did David choose the sling when he 
went at Goliath and Goliath went at him? Brought 
up in the country, like every other boy, he knew how 
to manage a sling. Saul’s armor was first put on him, 
but the giant’s armor was too heavy. The helmet was 
clapped on him as an extinguisher, and David said, “I 
cannot go with these, for I have not proved them.” 
And the first wise thing David did after putting on 
Saul’s armor was to put it off. Then the brook Elah, 
~ the bed of which was dry when I saw it and one vast 
reach of pebbles, furnished the five smooth stones of 
the brook with which Goliath was prostrated. Whether 
it be a boy’s sling or a broken pitcher or an ox-goad, 
take that which you can manage, and ask God for help, 
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and no power on earth or in hell can stand before 
you. 


EXHORTATION TO GIRD ON THE ARMOR. 


Go out, then, I charge you, against the Philistines. 
We must admit the odds are against us—600 to one. 
In the matter of dollars, those devoted to worldliness 
and sin and dissipation, when compared with the dol- 
lars devoted to holiness and virtue—600 to one. The 
houses set apart for vice and despoliation and ruin, as 
compared with those dedicated to good, 600 to one. 
Of printed newspaper sheets scattered abroad from 
day to day, those depraving as compared with those 
elevating are 600 to one. The agencies for making 
the world worse compared with the agencies for mak- 
ing the world better, 600 to one. But Moses in his 
song, chants, “ How should one chase a thousand, and 
two put ten thousand to flight?” and in my text one 
ox-goad conquers six hundred uplifted battleaxes, and 
the day of universal victory is coming, unless the Bible 
be a fabrication and eternity a myth and the chariots of 
God are unwheeled on the golden streets, and the last 
regiment of the celestial hosts lies dead on the plains 
of heaven. With us or without us the work will be 
done. Oh, get into the ranks somewhere, armed 
somehow ; you with a needle, you with a pen, you 
with a good book, you with a loaf of bread for the 
hungry, you with a vial of medicine for the sick, you 
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with a pair of shoes for the barefooted, you with word 
of encouragement for the young man trying to get 
back from evil ways, you with some story of the Christ 
who came to heal the worst wounds and pardon the 
blackest guilt, and call the farthest wanderer home. 
I say to you as the watchman of London used to say 
at night to the householders before the time of street 
lamps came: “Hang out your light!” “Hang out 
your light 


{ ?? 


MIDNIGHT IN CITIES. 


FEW INDEED ARE THEY WHO NEED BE OUT TILL MID- 
NIGHT, BUT THE CRIMINAL AND VICIOUS FIND THAT 
THEIR HOUR——PRACTICAL CHRISTIAN WORK NEEDED. 


‘« And the darkness be called night.”—Genesis i. 5. 


Two grand divisions of time. The one of sunlight, 
the other of shadow ; the one for work, the other for 
vest; the one a type of everything glad and beautiful, 
the other used in all languages as a type of sadness 
and affliction and sin. These two divisions were made 
by the Lord himself. Other divisions of time may 
have nomenclature of human invention, but the dark- 
ness held up its dusky brow to the Lord, and he bap- 
tized it, the dew dripping from his fingers as he gave 
name, ‘“ And the darkness be called night.” 

My subject is midnight in town. The thunder. of 
the city has rolled out of the air. The slightest 
sounds cut the night with such distinctness as to at- 
tract your attention. The tinkling of the bell of the 
street car in the distance and the baying of the dog. 

The stamp of a horse in the next street. The slam- 
ming of a saloon door. The hiccough of the drunk- 


ela the shrieks of the steam whistle five miles 
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away. Oh, how Sdeesnre; my friends—midnight in 
town ! 


ANGELS OF THE NIGHT. 


There are honest men passing up and down the 
street. Here is a city missionary who has been carry- 
ing a scuttle of coal to that poor family i in that dark 
place. Here is an undertaker going up the steps of 
a building from which there comes a bitter cry which 
indicates that the destroying angel has smitten the 
firstborn. Here is a minister of religion. who has 
been giving the sacrament to adying Christian. Here 
is a physician passing along in great haste, the mes- 
senger a few steps ahead hurrying on to the house- 
hold. Nearly all the lights have gone out in the 
dwellings. That light in the window is the light of 
the watcher, for the medicines must be administered, 
and the fever must be watched, and the restless toss- 
ing off of the coverlet must be resisted, and the ice 
must be kept on the hot temples, and the perpetual 
prayer must go up from hearts soon to be broken. 
Oh, the midnight in town! What a stupendous 
thought—a whole city at rest ! : 

Weary arm preparing for to-morrow’s toil. Hot 
brain being cooled off. Rigid muscles relaxed. Ex- 
cited nerves soothed. . The white hair of the octogen- 
arian in thin drifts across the pillow, fresh fall of 
flakes on snow already fallen. Childhood with its 
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dimpled hands thrown out on the pillow, and with 
every breath taking in a new store of fun and_ frolic. 
God’s slumberless eye will look. Let one great wave 
of refreshing slumber roll over the heart of the great 
town, submerging care and anxiety and worriment and 
pain ! 

Let the city sleep; but, my friends, be not deceived. 
There will be thousands to-night who will not sleep at 
all. Go up that dark alley and be cautious where you 
tread lest you fall over the prostrate form of a drunk- 
ard lying on his own doorstep. Look about you lest 
you feel the garotter’shug. Look through the broken 
window pane and see what you can see. You say, 
“ Nothing,” Then listen. What is it? “God help 
us!’ No footlights, but tragedy ghastlier and might- 
ier than Ristori or Edwin Booth ever enacted. No 
light, no fire, no bread, no hope. Shivering in the 
cold, they had no food for twenty-four hours. You 
say, “ Why don’t they beg?” They do, but they 
get nothing. You say, “Why don’t they deliver 
themselves over to the almshouse ?” Ah, you would 
not say that if you ever heard the bitter cry of a man 
or a child when told he must go to the almshouse. 


THE HONEST POOR. 


= Oh,’ = you say, “they are the: vicious poor, and 
therefore they do not demand our Sympathy.” Are 


they vicious? So much more need they your pity 
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The Christian poor, God helps them. Through their 
night there twinkles the round, merry star of hope, 
and through the broken window pane they see the 
‘ erystals of heaven, but the vicious poor, they are more 
to be pitied. Their last ight has gone out. You 
excuse yourself from helping them by saying they are 
so bad they brought this trouble on themselves. I 
reply, where I give ten prayers for the innocent who 
are suffering I will give twenty for the guilty who are 
suffering. 

The fisherman, when he sees a vessel dashing into 
the breakers, comes out from his hut and wraps the 
warmest flannels around those who are most chilled 
and most bruised and most battered in the wreck. 
And I want you to know that these vicious poor have 
had two shipwrecks—shipwreck of the body, shipwreck. 
of the soul—shipwreck for time, shipwreck for eternity. 
Pity, by all means, the innocent who are suffering, but 
pity more the guilty. 

Pass on through the alley. Openthe door. “Oh,” 
you say, “it is locked.” No, it is not locked; it has: 
never been locked. No burglar would be tempted to 
go in there to steal anything. The door is never 
locked. Only a broken chair stands against the door. 
Shove it back. Go in. Strike a match. Now look. 
Beastliness and rags. See those glaring eyeballs ? 
Be careful now what you say. Do not utter any in- 
sult, do not utter any suspicion, if you value your life. 

nynet is that red mark on the wall? It is the mark 


126 GEMS OF RELIGIOUS THOUGHT. 


dimpled hands thrown out on the pillow, and with 
every breath taking in a new store of fun and _ frolic. 
God’s slumberless eye will look. Let one great wave 
of refreshing slumber roll over the heart of the great 
town, submerging care and anxiety and worriment and 
pain! 

Let the city sleep; but, my friends, be not deceived. 
There will be thousands to-night who will not sleep at 
all. Go up that dark alley and be cautious where you 
tread lest you fall over the prostrate form of a drunk- 
ard lying on his own doorstep. Look about you lest 
_ you feel the garotter’shug. Look through the broken 
window pane and see what you can see. You say, 
“ Nothing,’ Then listen. What is it? “God help 
us!” No footlights, but tragedy ghastlier and might- 
ier than Ristori or Edwin Booth ever enacted. No 
light, no fire, no bread, no hope. Shivering in the 
cold, they had no food for twenty-four hours. You 
say, “ Why don’t they beg?” They do, but they 
get nothing. You say, “ Why don’t they deliver 
themselves over to the almshouse ?” Ah, you would 
not say that if you ever heard the bitter cry of a man 
or a child when told he must go to the almshouse. 


THE HONEST POOR. 


-“Oh,” you say, “they are the vicious poor, and 
therefore they do not demand our sympathy.” Are 
they vicious? So much more need they your pity 
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The Christian poor, God helps them. Through their 
night there twinkles the round, merry star of hope, 
and through the broken window pane they see the 
crystals of heaven, but the vicious poor, they are more 
to be pitied. Their last light has gone out. You 
excuse yourself from helping them by saying they are 
so bad they brought this trouble on themselves. I 
reply, where I give ten prayers for the innocent who 
are suffering I will give twenty for the guilty who are 
suffering. 

The fisherman, when he sees a vessel dashing into 
the breakers, comes out from his hut and wraps the 
warmest flannels around those who are most chilled 
and most bruised and most battered in the wreck. 
And I want you to know that these vicious poor have 
had two shipwrecks—shipwreck of the body, shipwreck. 
of the soul—shipwreck for time, shipwreck for eternity. 
Pity, by all means, the innocent who are suffering, but 
pity more the guilty. 

Pass on through the alley. Openthe door. “Oh,” 
you say, “it is locked.” No, it is not locked; it has: 
never been locked. No burglar would be tempted to 
go in there to steal anything. The door is never 
locked. Only a broken chair stands against the door. 
Shove it back. Go in. Strike a match. Now look. 
Beastliness and rags. See those glaring eyeballs ? 
Be careful now what you say. Do not utter any in- 
sult, do not utter any suspicion, if you value your life. 

nt is that red mark on the wall? It is the mark 
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of a murderer’s hand! Look at those two eyes rising 
up out of the darkness and out from the straw in the 
corner coming toward you, and as they come near 
you your light goes out. Strike another match. Ah! 
this is a babe, not like the beautiful children of your 
household, or the beautiful children smiling around 
these altars on baptismal day. This little one never 
smiled; it never will smile. A flower flung on an 
awfully barren beach. O Heavenly Shepherd, fold 
that little one in thy arms! Wrap around you your 
shawl or coat tighter, for the cold night wind sweeps 
through. 

Strike another match. Ah! is it possible that that 
young woman’s scarred and bruised face -was_ ever 
looked into by maternal tenderness? Utter no scorn. 
Utter no harsh word. No ray of hope has dawned 
on that brow for many a year. No ray of hope ever 
will dawn on that brow. But the light has gone out. 
Do not strike another light. It would be mockery to 
kindle another light in such a place as that. Pass out 
and pass down the street. Our cities of Brooklyn 
and New York and all our great cities are full of such 
homes, and the worst time the midnight. | 


THE CRIMINAL CLASSES. 


Do you know it is in the midnight that criminals do 
their worst work. 


At half-past 8 o'clock you will find them in the 
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drinking saloon, but toward twelve o’clock they go to 
_ their garrets, they get out their tools, then they start 
on the street. Watching on either side for the police, 
they go to their work of darkness. This is a burglar, 
and the false key will soon touch the store lock. This 
is an incendiary, and before morning there will be a 
light on the sky and ery of “Fire! Fire!” This is 
an assassin, and to-morrow morning there will be a 
dead body in one of the vacant lots. During the day- 
time these villains in our cities lounge about, some 
asleep and some awake, but when the third watch of 
the night arrives, their eye keen, their brain cool, 
their arm strong, their foot fleet to fly or pursue, they 
are ready. 

Many of these poor creatures were brought up in 
that way. They were born in a thieves’ garret. 
Their childish toy was a burglar’s dark lantern. The 
first thing they remember was their mother bandaging 
the brow of their father, struck by the police club. 
They began by robbing boys’ pockets, and now they 
have come to dig the underground passage to the 
cellar of the bank and are preparing to blast the gold 
vault. 

Just so long as phere are neglected children of the 
street, just so lowg will we have these desperadoes. 
Some one, wishing to make a good Christian point 
and to quote a passage of Scripture, expecting to get 
a Scriptural passage in answer, said to one of these 
poor lads, cast out and wretched. “ When your 
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father and your mother forsake you, who then will 
take you up?” and the boy said, “The perlice, the 
perlice.” 

In the midnight gambling does its worst work. 
What though the hours be slipping away and though 
the wife be waiting in the cheerless home? Stir up 
the fire. Bring on more drinks. Put up more stakes. 
That commercial house that only a little while ago 
put out sign of copartnership will this season be 
wrecked on a gambler’s table. A member of *Con- 
gress gambled with a member elect and won $120,000. 
The old way of getting a living is so slow and stupid. 
Come, let us toss up and see who shall have it! And 
so the work goes on, from the wheezing wretches 
pitching pennies in a rum grocery up to the million- 
aire gambler in the stock market. 


GAMBLERS OF ALL CLASSES. 


In the midnight hour pass down the streets of our 
American cities, and you hear the click of the dice and 
the sharp keen tap of the pool-room ticker, At these 
places merchant princes dismount, and legislators, 
tired of making laws, take a respite in breaking them. 
All classes of people are robbed by this crime, the 
importer of foreign silks and the dealer in Chatham 
street. pocket-handkerchiefs. The clerks of the store 


take a hand after the shutters are put up, and the 
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officers of the court while away their time while the 
jury is out. 

In Baden-Baden, when that city was the greatest 
of all gambling places on earth, it was no unusual 
thing the next morning in the woods around that city 
to find the suspended bodies of suicides. The thun- 
ders of eternal destruction roll in the deep rumble of 
that gambling tenpin alley, and as men come out to 
join the long procession of sin all the drums of woe 
beat the dead march of a thousand souls. In one year 
in the city of New York there were $7,000,000. sacri- 
ficed at the gaming-table. 

Perhaps some of your friends have been smitten 
by this sm. Perhaps you have been smitten by it. 
Perhaps there may be a stranger in the house this 
morning come from some of the hotels. Look out for 
those agents of iniquity who tarry around about the 
hotels and ask you, “ Would you like to see the city?” 
Yes. ‘Have you ever seen that splendid building up 
town?” No. Then the villain will undertake to 
show you what he calls the “lions” and the “ele- 
phants,” and after a young man, through morbid curi- 
osity or through badness of soul, has seen the “ lions” 
and the “ elephants,” he will be on enchanted ground. 
Look out for these men who move around the hotels 
with sleek hats—always sleek hats—and patronizing 
air and unaccountable interest about your welfare and 
entertainment. You are a fool if you cannot see 
through it. They want your money. 
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In Chestnut Street, Philadelphia, while I was living 
in that city, an incident occurred which was familiar 
to us there. In Chestnut Street, a young man went 
into a gambling saloon, lost all his property, then blew 
his brains out, and before the blood was washed from 
the floor by the maid the comrades were shuffling cards 
again. You see there is more mercy in the highway- 
man for the belated traveler on whose body he heaps 
the stones ; there is more mercy in the frost for the 
flower that it kills; there is more mercy in the hurri- 
cane that shivers the steamer on the Long Island coast 
than there is mercy in the heart of a gambler for 
his victim. 


DRINKING IN ALL RANKS. 


In the midnight hour, also, drunkenness does its 
worst. The drinking will be respectable at eight 
o’clock in the evening, a little flushed at nine, talka- 
tive and garrulous at ten, at eleven blasphemous, at 
twelve the hat falls off and the man falls to the floor 
asking for more drink. Strewn through the drinking 
saloons of the city—fathers, brothers, husbands, sons, 
as good as you are by nature, perhaps better. 

In the high circles of society it is hushed up. A 
merchant prince, if he gets noisy and uncontrollable, 
is taken by his ‘ellow revelers, who try to get him to 
bed, or take him home, where he falls flatin the entry. 
Do not wake up the children. They have had disgrace 
enough. Do not let them know it. Hush it up. BIE 
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sometimes it cannot be hushed up—when the rum 
touches the brain and the man becomes thoroughly 
frenzied. 

Oh, if the rum touches the brain, you cannot hush 
it up. You do not see the worst. In the midnight 
meetings a great multitude have been saved. We 
want afew hundred Christian men and women to come 
down from the highest circles of society to toil amid 
these wandering and destitute ones and kindle up a 
light in the dark alley, even the gladness of heaven. 

Do not go from your well-filled tables with the idea 
that pious talk is gomg to stop the gnawing of an 
empty stomach or to warm stockingless feet. Take 
bread, take raiment, take medicine as well as take 
prayer. There is a great deal of common sense in 
what the poor woman said to the city missionary when 
he was telling her how she ought to love God and 
servehim. “Oh!” said she, “if you were as poor and 
coldas I am, andas hungry, you could think of nothing 
else.” 

A great deal of what is called Christian work goes 
for nothing for the simple reason it is not practical, 
as after the battle of Antietam a man got out of an 
ambulance with a bag of tracts,and he went distribut- 
ing the tracts, and George Stuart, one of the best 
Christian men in this country, said to him: “ What are 
you distributing tracts for now? ‘There are three 
thousand men bleeding to death. Bind up their 
wounds, and then distribute the tracts.” 
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PRACTICAL SENSE NEEDHD. 


We want more common sense in Christian work, 
taking the bread of this life in one hand, and the 
bread of the next life in the other hand. No such 
inapt work as that done by the Christian man who, 
during the war, went into a hospital with tracts, and 
coming to the bed of a man whose legs had been am- 
putated, gave him a tract on the sin of dancing! I 
rejoice before God that never are sympathetic words 
uttered, never a prayer offered, never a Christian alms- 
giving’ indulged in but it is blessed. 

There is a place in Switzerland, I have been told, 
where the utterance of one word will bring back a 
score of echoes, and I tell you thata sympathetic 
word, a kind word, a generous word, a helpful word 
uttered in the dark places of the town will bring 
back ten thousand echoes from all the thrones of 
heaven. 

Are there in this assemblage this morning those 
who know by experience the tragedies of midnight in 
town? Jam not here to thrust you back with one 
hard word. Take the bandage from your bruised soul 
and put on it the soothing salve of Christ’s gospel and 
of God’s compassion. Many have come. I see others 
coming to God this morning, tired of sinful life. Cry 
up the news to heaven. Set all the bells ringing. 
Spread the banquet under the arches. Let the 
crowned heads come down and sit at the jubilee. 

I tell you there is more delight in heaven over one 
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man that gets reformed by the grace of God than over 
ninety and nine that never got off the track. I could 
give you the history ina minute of one of the best 
friends I ever had. Outside of my own family I never 
had a better friend. He welcomed me to my home at 
the west. He was of splendid personal appearance, 
and he had an ardor of soul and a warmth of affection 
that made me love him like a brother. 

I saw men coming out of the saloons and gambling- 
hells, and they surrounded my friend, and they took 
him at the weak point, his social nature, and I saw 
him going down, and I had a fair talk with him, for I 
never yet saw a man you could not talk with on the 
subject of his habits, if you talked with him in the 
right way. I said to him, “ Why don’t you give up 
your bad habits and become a Christian?” I re-. 
member now just how he looked, leaning over his 
counter, as he replied: I wish I could. Oh, sir, I 
should like to be a Christian, but I have gone so far 
astray I can’t get back.” 


SICKNESS AND REPENTANCE. 


So the time went on. After awhile the day of sick- 
ness came. I was summoned to his sick-bed. I hast- 
ened. It took me but a very few moments to get 
there. Iwas surprised as I went in. I saw him in 
his ordinary clothes, fully dressed, lying on the top of 
the bed. I gave him my hand, and he seized it con- 
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vulsively and said: “Oh, how glad I am to see you! 
Sit down there.” I sat down, and he said: “ Mr. 
Talmage, just where you sit now my mother sat last 
night. She has been dead twenty years. Now, I 
don’t want you to think Iam out of my mind, or that I 
am superstitious; but, sir, she sat there last night just 
as certainly as you sit there now—the same cap, and 
apron and spectacles. It was my old mother—she sat 
there.” 

~ Then he turned to his wife and said: “I wish you 
would take these strings off the bed. Somebody is 
wrapping strings around me all the time. I wish you 
would stop that annoyance.” She said, “There is 
nothing here.’ Then I saw it was delirium. He 
said: “Just where you sit now my mother sat, and 
she said, ‘Roswell, I wish you would do better—I 
wish you would do better.’ I said, ‘Mother, I wish I 
could do better. I try to do better, but I can’t. 
Mother, you used to help me. Why can’t you help 
menow? And, sir, I got out of bed, for it was reality, 
and I went to her and threw my arms around her 
neck, and I said: ‘Mother, I will do better, but you 
must help. I can’t do this alone!’” I knelt down 
and prayed. That night his soul went to the Lord 
that made it. 

Arrangements were made for the obsequies. The 
question was raised whether they should bring him to 
church. Somebody said, “ You can’t bring such a 
dissolute man as that into the church.” [| said: 
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“You will bring him in the church! He stood by 
me when he was alive, and I will stand by him when 
he is dead. Bring him.” As I stood in the pulpit 
and saw them carrying the body up the aisle, I felt as 
if I could weep tears of blood. 

On one side of the pulpit sat his little child of eight 
years, a sweet, beautiful little girl, that I had seen him 
hug convulsively in his better moments. He put on 
her all jewels, all diamonds, and gave her all pictures and 
toys, and then he would go away as if hounded by an 
evil spirit to his cups and house of shame, a fool to 
the correction of the stocks. She looked up wonder- 
ingly. She knew not what itall meant. She was not 
old enough to understand the sorrow of an orphan 


child. 


A TOO COMMON TRAGEDY. 


On the other side the pulpit sat the men who had 
ruined him. They were the men who had poured 
wormwood into the orphan’s cup ; they were the men 
who had bound him hand and foot. I knew them. 
How did they seem to feel? Did they weep? No. 
Did they say, “ What a pity that such a generous man 
should be destroyed ?”? No. Did they sigh repent- 
ingly over what they had done? No; they sat there, 
looking as vultures look at the carcass of the lamb 
whose heart they have ripped out. So they sat and 
looked at the coffin-lid, and I told them the judgment 
of God upon those who had destroyed their fellows. 
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Did they reform? I was told they were in the places 
of iniquity that night after my friend was laid in Oak- 
wood cemetery, and they blasphemed and they drank. 
Oh, how merciless men are, especially after they have 
destroyed you! Do not look to men for comfort or 
help. Look to God. 

But there is a man who will not reform. He says, 


99 


“YT won’treform.” Well, then, how many acts are there 
to a tragedy? I believe five. 

Act the First of the Tragedy.—A young man start- 
ing off from home. Parents and sisters weeping to 
have him go. Wagon rising over the hill. Farewell 
kiss flung back. Ring the bell and let the curtain 
fall. 

Act the Second.—The marriage altar. Full organ. 
Bright lights. Long white veil trailing through the 
aisle. Prayer and congratulation and exclamation of 
“ How well she looks!” 

Act the Third—A woman waiting for staggering 
steps. Old garments stuck into the broken window 
pane. Marks of hardship on the face. The biting 
of the nails of bloodless fingers. Neglect and cruelty 
and despair. Ring the bell and let the curtain drop. 

Act the Fourth——Three graves in a dark place— 
grave of the child that died for lack of medicine, grave 
of the wife that died of a broken heart, grave of the 
man that died of dissipation. Oh, what a blasting 
heath of three graves! Plenty of weeds, but - 
flowers. Ring the bell and let the curtain drop. 
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Act the Fifth.—A destroyed soul’s eternity. No 
light, no music, no hope. Anguish coiling its serpents 
around the heart. Blackness of darkness forever. But 
I cannot look any longer. Woe! Woe! Iclose my 
eyes to this last act of the tragedy. Quick! Quick ! 
Ring the bell and let the curtain drop. “ Rejoice, 
O young man, in thy youth, and let thy heart rejoice 
in the days of thy youth, but know now that for all 
these things God will bring you unto judgment.” 


“There is a way that seemeth right to a man, but the end thereof 
is death.” E 


THE DANCE OF DEATH. 
A WARNING IN THE DAUGHTER OF HERODIAS. 


DANCING MIGHT NOT BE SINFUL IN SOME CASES, BUT IN ALL AGES IT 
HAS BEEN ASSOCIATED WITH THE LOWER FORMS OF DISSIPATION. 


‘When Herod’s birthday was kept, the daughter of Herodias 
danced before them and pleased Herod.”—MATTHEW xiv. 6. 


Ir is the anniversary of Herod’s birthday. The 
palace is lighted. The highways leading thereto are 
all ablaze with the pomp of invited guests. Lords, 
captains, merchant princes, the mighty men of the 
land, are coming to mingle in the festivities. The 
table is spread with all the luxuries that royal purvey- 
ors can gather. The guests, white robed and anointed 
and perfumed, come in and sit at the table. Music! 
The jests evoke roars of laughter. Riddles are pro- 
pounded. Repartee is indulged. Toasts are drunk. 
The brain is befogged. The wit rolls on into uproar 
and blasphemy. They are not satisfied yet. Turn 
on more light. Pour outmore wine. Music. Sound 
allthe trumpets. Clear the floor fora dance! Brine 
in Salome, the beautiful and accomplished prices 
The door opens, and in bounds the dancer. The 
lords are enchanted. 

Stand back and make room for the brilliant gyra- 


tions! These men never saw such “ poetry of motion.” 
144 : 
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Their souls whirl in the reel and bound with the bound- 
ing feet. Herod forgets crown, throne and every- 
thing but the fascinations of Salome. All the mag- 
nificence of his realm is as nothing now compared 
with the splendor that whirls on tiptoe before him. 
His body sways from side to side, corresponding with 
the motions of the enchantress. His soul is thrilled 
with the pulsations of the feet and bewitched with 
the taking postures and attitudes more and more 
amazing. After awhile he sits in enchanted silence 
looking at the flashing, leaping, bounding beauty, and 
as the dance closes and the tinkling cymbals cease to 
clap, and the thunders of applause that shook the pal- 
ace begin to abate, the enchanted monarch swears to 
the princely performer, “ Whatsoever thou shalt ask 
of me I will give it thee, to the half of my kingdom.” 
Now, there was in prison at that time a minister of 
the gospel of the name of John the Baptist, and he 
had been making a great deal of trouble by preaching 
some very plain and honest sermons. He had de- 
nounced the sins of the king and brought down upon 
him the wrath of the females of the royal household. 
At the instigation of her mother Salome takes advan- 
tage of the extravagant promise of the king and says, ° 
“ Bring me the head of John the Baptist on a dinner- 
plate.” 


THE HEAD OF JOHN. 


Hark to the sound of feet outside the door and the 
10 
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clatter of swords! The executioners are returning 
from their awful errand. Open the door! They 
enter, and they present the platter to Salome. What 
is on this platter? A new glass of wine to continue 
the uproarious merriment? No. Something redder 
and costlier—the ghastly, bleeding head of John the 
Baptist, the death-glare still in the eye, the locks dab- 
bled with the gore, the features still distressed with the 
last agony. : 

This woman, who had whirled so gracefully in the 
dance, bends over the awful burden without a shudder. 
She gloats over the blood, and with as much indiffer- 
ence as a waiting-maid might take a tray of empty 
glassware out of the room after an entertainment, Sa- - 
lome carries the dissevered head of John the Baptist, 
while all the banqueters shout with laughter and think 
it a good joke that in so easy and quick a way they 
have got rid of an earnest and outspoken minister of 
the gospel. 

You will all admit, whatever you think of that style 
of amusement and exercise, that from many circles it 
has crowded out all intelligent conversation. You will 
also admit that it has made the condition of those who 
- do not dance, either because they do not know how, or 
because they have not the health to endure it, or be- 
cause, through conscientious scruples they must decline 
the exercise, very uncomfortable. You willalso admit, 
all of you, that it has passed in many cases from 
an amusement to a dissipation, and you are easily able 
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to understand the bewilderment of the educated China- 
man, who, standing in the brilliant circle where there 
was dancing going on four or five hours and the guests 
seemed exhausted, turned to the proprietor of the house 
and said, “ Why don’t you allow your servants to do 

this for you?” 


THE ABOMINABLE ROUND DANCE. 


You are also willing to admit, whatever be your 
idea in regard to the amusement I am speaking of, 
and whatever be your idea of the old-fashioned square 
dance, and of many of the processional romps in which 
I can see no evil, the round dance is administrative 
of evil and ought to be driven out of all respectable 
circles. I am by- natural temperament and religious 
theory opposed to the position taken by all those who 
are horrified at playfulness on the part of the young 
and who think that all questions are decided—ques- 
tions of decency and morals—by the position of the 
feet, while, on the other hand, I can see nothing but 
ruin, temporal and eternal, for those who go into the 
dissipations of social life—dissipations which have 
already despoiled thousands of young men and young 
women of all that is noble in character dnd useful in 
life. 


THE OLD-TIME DANCE. 


Dancing is the graceful motion of the body adjusted 
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by art to the sound and measure of musical instru- 
ment or of the human voice. All nations have danced. 
~The ancients thought that Castor and Pollux taught 
the art to the Lacedemonians. But, whoever started 
it, all climes have adopted it. In ancient times they 
had the festal dance, the military dance, the medi- 
atorial dance, the bacchanalian dance, and queens and 
lords swayed to and fro in the gardens, and the 
rough backwoodsman with this exercise awakened the 
echo of the forest. There is something in the sound 
of lively music to evoke the movement of the hand 
and foot, whether cultured or uncultured. Passing 
down the street we unconsciously keep step to the 
sound of the brass band, while the Christian in church 
with his foot beats time while his soul rises upon 
some great harmony. While this is so in civilized 
lands, the red men of the forest have their scalp- 
dances, their green-corn dances, their war-dances. In 
ancient times the exercise was so utterly and com- 
pletely depraved that the church anathematized it. 
The old Christian fathers expressed themselves most 
vehemently against it. St. Chrysostom says, “The 
feet were not given for dancing, but to walk mod- 
estly; not to leap impudently, like camels.” One of 
the dogmas of the ancient church reads: “A dance 
is the devil’s possession, and he that entereth into a 
dance entereth into his possession. Ag many paces 
as man makes in dancing, so many paces does he 
make to hell.’ Elsewhere the old dogmas declared 
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this: “ The woman that singeth in the dance, is the 
princess of the devil, and those that answer are her 
clerks, and the beholders are his friends, and the 
music is his bellows, and the fiddlers are the ministers 
of the devil. For, as when hogs are strayed, if the 
hogsherd call one, all assemble together, so when the 
devil calleth one woman to sing in the dance, or to 
play on some musical instruments, presently all the 
dancers gather together.” This indiscriminate and 
universal denunciation of the exercise came from the 
fact that it was utterly and completely depraved. 


THE EVIL OF IT TO-DAY. 


But we are not to discuss the customs of the olden 
times, but customs now. We are not to take the evi- 
dence of the ancient fathers, but our own conscience, 
enlightened by the word of God, is to be the standard. 
Oh, bring no harsh criticism upon the young! I 
would not drive out from their soul the hilarities of 
life. I do not believe that the inhabitants of ancient 
Wales, when they stepped to the sound of the rustic 
harp, went down to ruin. I believe God intended the 
young people to laugh and romp and play. I do not 
believe God would have put exuberance in the soul 
and exuberance in the body if He had not intended 
they should in some wise exercise it and demonstrate 
it. If a mother join hands with her children and 
cross the floor to the sound of music, I see no harm. 
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If a group of friends cross and recross the room to the 
sound of piano well played, I see no harm. If a 
company, all of whom are known to host and hostess 
as reputable, cross and recross the room to the sound 
of musical instrument, I see no harm. I tried for a 
long while to see harm in it. I could not see any 
harm in it. I never shall see any harm in that. Our 
men need to be kept young—for many years longer 
than they are kept young. Never since my boyhood 
days have I had more sympathy with the innocent 
hilarities of life than I have now. What though we 
have felt heavy burdens! What though we have 
had to endure hard knocks! Is that any reason 
why we should stand in the way of those who, un- 
stung of life’s misfortunes, are full of exhilaration 
and glee? God bless the young! They will have to 
wait many a long year before they hear me say any- 
thing that would depress their ardor or clip their 
wings or make them believe that life is hard and cold 
and repulsive. . It is not. I tell them, judging from 
my own experience, that they will be treated a great 
deal better than they deserve. We have no night to 
grudge the innocent hilarities to the young. 


DEATH IN DISSIPATION. 


What are the dissipations of social life to-day, and 
what are the dissipations of the ball-room? In some 
cities and in some ‘places reaching all the year round : 
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in other places only in the summer-time and at the 
watering-places. There are dissipations of social life 
that are cutting a very wide swath with the sickle of 
death, and hundreds and thousands are going down 
under these influences, and my subject in application 
is as wide as Christendom. The whirlpool of social 
dissipation is drawing down some of the brightest 
craft that ever sailed the sea—thousands and tens of 
thousands of the bodies and souls annually consumed 
in the conflagration of ribbons. 

Social dissipation is the abettor of pride. It is the 
instigator of jealousy. It is the sacrificial altar of 
health. It is the defiler of the soul. It is the avenue 
of lust, and it is the curse of every town on both 
sides of the sea. Social dissipation! It may be hard 
to draw the line and say that this is right on the one 
side and that is wrong on the other side. It is not 
necessary that we do that, for God has put a throne 
in every man’s soul, and I appeal to that throne to-day. 
When a man does wrong, he knows he does wrong, 
and when he does right he knows he does right, and 
to that throne, which Almighty God lifted in the 
heart of every man and woman, I appeal. 

As to the physical ruin wrought by the dissipations 
of social life there can be no doubt. What may we 
expect of people who work all day and dance all night ? 
After awhile they will be thrown on society nervous, 
exhausted imbeciles. These people who indulge in 
the suppers and the midnight revels and then go home 
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in the cold unwrapped of limbs, will after awhile be 
found to have been written down in God’s eternal 
records as suicides—as much suicides as if they had 
taken their life with a pistol, knife, or strychnine. 


DANGER TO HEALTH. 


How many people have stepped from the ball-room 
into the graveyard? Consumptions and swift neural- 
gias are close on their track. Amid many of the glit- 
tering scenes of social life diseases stand right and 
left and balance and chain. he breath of the sep- 
ulcher floats up through the perfume, and the froth 
of Death’s lips bubbles up in the champagne. I am 
told that in some of the cities there are parents who 
have actually given up housekeeping and gone to 
boarding, that they may give their time illimitably to 
social dissipations. I have known such cases. Ihave 
known family after family blasted in that way in one 
of the other cities where I preached. Father and 
mother turning their backs upon all quiet culture and 
all the amenities of home, leading forth their entire 
family in the wrong direction. Annihilated—worse 
than annihilated—for there are some things worse than 
annihilation. I give you the history of more than 
one family when I say they went on in the dissipations 
of social life until the father dropped into a lower 
style of dissipation, and after awhile the son was tossed 
out into society a nonentity, and after awhile the 
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daughter eloped with a French dancing-master, and 
after awhile the mother, getting on further and fur- 
ther in years, tries to hide the wrinkles, but fails in 
the attempt, trying all the arts of the belle—an old 
flirt, a poor miserable butterfly without any wings. 

If there is anything on earth beautiful to me, it is 
an aged woman, her white locks flowing back over 
the wrinkled brow—locks not white with frost, as the 
poets say, but white with the blossoms of the tree of 
life, in her voice the tenderness of gracious memories, 
her face a benediction. As grandmother passes 
through the room the grandchildren pull at her dress, 
and she almost falls in her weakness, but she has 
nothing but candy or cake or a kind word for the 
little darlings. When she gets out of the wagon in 
front of the house, the whole family rush out and ery, 
‘“‘Grandma’s come!” and when she goes away from 
us, never to return, there is a shadow on the table, 
and a shadow on the hearth, and a shadow on the 
heart. 

There isno more touching scene on earth than when 
grandmother sleeps the last slumber and the little 
child is lifted up to the casket to give the last kiss, 
and she says, ‘Good-bye, grandma!” oh, there is 
beauty in old age. God says so. “The hoary head 
is a crown of glory.” Why should people decline to 
get old? The best things, the greatest things, I 
know of are aged—old mountains, old seas, old stars 
and old eternity. But if there is anything distressful 
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:t is to see an old woman ashamed of the fact that she 
is old. What with all the artificial appliances she is 
too much for my gravity. I laugh, even in church, 
when I see her coming. The worst looking bird on 
earth is a peacock when it has lost its feathers. I 
would not give one lock of my old mother’s gray hair 
for fifty such caricatures of humanity. And if the 
life of a worldling, or the life of a disciple given to 
the world, is sad, the close of such a life is simply a 
tragedy. 


FATE OF THE SYBARITES. 


Let me teil you that the dissipations of social life 
are despoiling the usefulness of a vast multitude of 
people. What do those people care about the fact 
that there are whole nations in sorrow and suffering 
and agony when they have for consideration the more 
important question about the size of a glove or the 
tie of a cravat? Which one of them ever bound up 
the wounds of the hospital? Which one of them 
ever went out to care for the poor? Which of them 
do you find in the haunts of sin distributing tracts ? 
They live on themselves, and it is very poor pasture. 

Sybaris was a great city, and it once sent out three 
hundred horsemen in battle. They had a minstrel 
who had taught the horses of the army a great trick, 
and when the old minstrel played a certain tune the 
horses would rear and with their front feet seem to 
beat time to the music. Well, the old minstrel was 
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offended with his country, and he went over to the 
enemy, and he said to the enemy, “ You give me the 
mastership of the army, and I will destroy their troops 
when those horsemen come from Sybaris.” 

So they gave the old minstrel the management, a1.c 
he taught all the other minstrels a certain tune. Then 
when the cavalry troop came up the old minstrel and 
all the other minstrels played a certain tune, and at 
the most critical moment in the battle, when the horse- 
men wanted to rush to the conflict, the horses reared 
and beat time to the music with their fore feet, and in 
disgrace and rout the enemy fled. Ah, my friends, I 
have seen it again and again—the minstrels of pleas- 
ure, the minstrels of dissipation, the minstrels of god- 
less association have defeated people in the hardest 
fight of life! Frivolity has lost the battle for ten 
thousand folk. Oh, what a belittling process to the 
human mind this everlasting question about dress, 
this discussion of fashionable infinitesimals, this group, 
looking askance at the glass, wondering with an in- 
finity of earnestness how that last geranium leaf does 
look, this shrivcling of man’s moral dignity until it is 
not observable to the naked eye, this Spanish inquisi- 
tion of a tight shoe, this binding up of an immortal 
soul in a ruffle, this pitching off of an immortal nature 
over the rocks when God intended it for great and 
everlasting uplifting ! 

With many life is a masquerade ball, and as at such 
entertainments gentlemen and ladies put on the garb 
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of kings and queens or mountebanks or clowns, and 
at the close put off the disguise, so a great many pass 
their whole life in a mask, taking off the mask at death. 
While the masquerade ball of life goes on they trip 
merrily over the floor, gemmed hand stretched to 
gemmed hand, and gleaming brow bends to gleaming 
brow. On with the dance! Flush and rustle and 
laughter of immeasurable merrymaking ! 


THE AWFUL CHANGE. 


But after a while the languor of death comes on 
the limbs and blurs the eyesight. Lights lower. 
Floor hollow with sepulchral echo. Music saddened 
into a wail. Lights lower. Now the maskers are only 
seen in the dim hight. Now the fragrance of the flowers 
is like the sickening odor that comes from garlands 
that have lain long in the vaults of cemeteries. Lights 
lower. Mists gather in the room. Glasses shake as 
though quaked by sullen thunder. Sigh caught in the 
curtain. Scarf drops from the shoulder of beauty—a 
shroud! Lights lower. Over the slippery boards in 
dance of death glide jealousies, envies, revenges, lust, 
despair and death. Stench the lamp wicks almost ex- 
tinguished. Torn garlands will not half cover the 
ulcerated feet. Choking damps. Chilliness. Feet 
still. Hands closed. Voices hushed. Kyes shut. 
Lights out. 


Oh, how many of you have floated far away from God 
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through social dissipations, and it is time you turned, 
for I remember that there were two vessels on the sea 
and ina storm. It was very, very dark, and the two 
vessels were going straight for each other, and the 
captains knew it not. But after awhile the man on the 
lookout saw the approaching ship, and he shouted, 
“ Hard a-larboard !” and from the other vessel the ery 
went up, “Hard a-larboard!” and they turned just 
enough to glance by and passed in safety to their 
harbors. Some of you are in the storm of temptation, 
and youare driving on and coming toward fearful col- 
lisions unless you change your course. Hard a-lar- 
board! Turn ye, turn ye, for “why will ye die, O 
house of Israel?” 


_ THE IDOL OF FASHION. 


THE TRAGEDY OF DRESS. 


’ THE GODDESS OF FASHION HAS BECOME A RIVAL OF THE LORD OF 


‘HEAVEN AND EARTH—THE EVILS OF DRESS. 


Whose adorning let it not be that outward adorning of plaiting the 
hair, and of wearing of gold, or of putting on of apparel ; but let it be 
the hidden man of the heart.’’—1 PETER iil. 3, 4. 


Tuart we all should be clad is proved by the opening 
of the first wardrobe in paradise, with its apparel of 
dark green. That we should all, as far as our means 
allow us, be beautifully and gracefully appareled is 
proved by the fact that God never made a wave but He 
gilded it with golden sunbeams, or a tree but He gar- 
landed it with blossoms, or a sky but He studded it with 
stars, or allowed even the smoke of a furnace to ascend 
but He columned and turreted and domed and scrolled 
it into outlines of indescribable gracefulness. When 
I see the apple orchards of the spring and the pa- 
geantry of the autumnal forests, I come to the conclusion 
that, if nature does ever join the church, while she 
may be a Quaker in the silence of her worship, she 
never will be a Quaker in thestyle of her dress. Why 
the notches of a fern leaf or the stamen of a water 


lily ? eae when the day departs, does it let the fold- 
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ing doors of heaven stay open so long when it might 
go in so quickly ? 

One summer morning I saw an army of a million 
spears, each one adorned with a diamond of the first 
water—I mean the grass, with the dew on it. When 
the prodigal came home, his father not only put a 
coat on his back, but jewelry on his hand. Christ 
wore a beard. Paul, the bachelor apostle, not afflicted 
with any sentimentality, admired the arrangement of 
a woman’s hair when he said in his epistle, “If a 
woman have long hair, it is a glory unto her.” 

There will be a fashion in heaven as on earth, but 
it will be a different kind of fashion. It will decide 
the color of the dress, and the population of that 
country, by a beautiful law, will wear white. I say 
these things as a background to my sermon to show 
you that I have no prim, precise, prudish or cast-iron 
theories on the subject of human apparel. But the 
goddess of fashion has set up her throne in this world, 
and at the sound of the timbrels we are all expected to 
fall down and worship. The Old and New Testament 
of her Bible are the fashion-plates. Her altars smoke 
with the sacrifice of the bodies, minds and souls of 
10,000 victims. In her temple four people stand in 
the organ loft, and from them there comes down a 
cold drizzle of music, freezing on the ears of her wor- 
shipers. This goddess of fashion has become a rival of 
the Lord of heaven and earth, and it is high time that 


we unlimbered our batteries against this idolatry. 
TI 
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When I come to count the victims of fashion, I find 
as many masculine as feminine. Men make an easy 
tirade against woman, as though she were the chief 
worshiper at this idolatrous shrine, and no doubt some 
men, in the more conspicuous part of the pew, have al- 
ready cast glances at the more retired part of the pew, 
their look a prophecy of a generous distribution. My 
sermon shall be as appropriate for one end of the pew 
as for the other. 

Men are as much the idolators of fashion as women, 
but they sacrifice on a different part of the altar. 
With men the fashion goes to cigars and club-rooms 
and yachting parties and wine-suppers. In the United 
States the men chew up and smoke $100,000,000 
worth of tobacco every year. That is their fashion. 
In London not long ago a man died who started in 
life with $750,000, but he ate it all up in gluttonies, 
sending his agents to all parts of the earth for some 
rare delicacy for the palate, sometimes one plate of 
food costing him $300 or $400. He ate up his whole 
fortune and had only a guinea left. With that he 
bought a woodeock and had it dressed in the very best 
style, ate it, gave two hours for digestion, then walked 
out on Westminster bridge and threw himself into 
the Thames and died, doing on a large scale what you 
and I have often seen done ona small scale. Butmen 
do not abstain from millinery and elaboration of skirt 
through any superiority of humility. It is only be- 
cause such appendages would be a blockade to busi- 
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ness. What would sashes and trains three and half 
yards long do in a stockmarket ? And yet menarethe 
disciples of fashion justas much as women. Some of 
them wear boots so tight they can hardly walk in the 
paths of righteousness. And there are men who buy 
expensive suits of clothes and never pay for them, and 
who go through the streets in great stripes of color like 
animated checker-boards. I say these things because 
I want to show you that I am impartial in my discourse, 
and that both sexes, in the language of the surrogate’s 
office, shall “share and share alike.’ As God may 
help me, I shall show you what are the destroy- 
ing and deathful influences of inordinate fashion. 
The first balefulinfluence I notice is in fraud, illim- 
itable and ghastly. Do you know that Arnold of 
the Revolution proposed to sell his country in order 
to get money to support his wife’s wardrobe? I de- 
clare here before God and this people that the effort 
to keep up expensive establishments in this country is 
sending more business men to temporal perdition than 
all other causes combined. What was it that sent 
Gilman to the penitentiary, and Philadelphia Morton 
to the watering of stocks, and the life insurance pres- 
idents to perjured statements about their assets, and 
has completely upset our American finances? What 
was it that overthrew the United States secretary at 
Washington, the crash of whose fall shook the conti- 
nent? But why should I go to these famous default- 
ings to show what men will do in order to keep up great 
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home-style and expensive wardrobes when you and I 
know scores of men who are put to their wits’ end and 
are lashed from January to December in the attempt ? 
Our politicians may theorize until the expiration of 
their terms of office as to the best way of improving 
our monetary condition in this country. It will be of 
~ no use, and thing's will be no better until we can learn 
to put on our heads and backs and feet and hands no 
more than we can pay for. . 

There are clerks in stores and banks on limited sal- 
aries who, in the vain attempt to keep the wardrobe of 
their family as showy as other folks’ wardrobes, are 
dying of muffs and diamonds and shawls and high 
hats, and they have nothing left except what they give 
to cigars and wine-suppers, and they die before their 
time, and they will expect us ministers to preach about 
them as though they were the victims of early piety, 
and after a high-class funeral, with silver handles at 
the side of the coffin of extraordinary brightness, it 
will be found out that the undertaker is cheated out 
of his legitimate expenses. Do not send to me to 
preach the funeral sermon of aman who dies like that. 
I will blurt out the whole truth, and tell that he was 
strangled to death by his wife’sribbons. Our countries 
are dressed todeath. You are not surprised to find that 
the putting up of one public building in New York cost 
millions of dollars more than it ought to have cost 
when you find that the man who gave out the contracts 
paid more than five thousand dollars for his daughter's 
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wedding-dress. Cashmeres of a thousand dollars each 
are not rare on Broadway. It is estimated that there 
are 10,000 women in these two cities who have ex- 
pended on their personal array $4,000 a year. 

What are men to do in order to keep up such home 
wardrobes? Steal? That is the only respectable 
thing they can do! During the last fifteen years 
there have been innumerable fine businesses ship- 
wrecked on the wardrobe. The temptation’ comes in 
this way: A man thinks more of his family than of 
all the world outside, and if they spend the evening in 
describing to him the superior wardrobe of the family 
across the street that they cannot bear the sight of, the 
man is thrown on his gallantry and on his pride of 
family and without translating his feelings into plain 
language he goes into extortion and issuing false stock 
and skillful penmanship in writing somebody else’s 
name at the foot of a promissory note, and they all go 
down together—the husband to the prison, the wife 
to the sewing-machine, the children to be taken care 
of by those who were called poor relations. Oh, for 
some new Shakespeare to arise and write the tragedy 
of human clothes ! 

Again, inordinate fashion is the foe of all Christian 
almsgiving. Men and women put so much in personal 
display that they often have nothing for God and the 
cause of suffermg humanity. A Christian man crack- 
ing his Palais Royal glove across the back by shutting 
up his hand to hide the cent he puts into the poor-box. 
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A Christian woman, at the story of the Hottentots, cry- 
ing copious tears into a twenty-five dollar handker- 
chief and then giving atwo-cent piece to the collection, 
thrusting it under the bills so people will not know 
but it was a ten-dollar gold-piece. One hundred dol- 
lars for incense to fashion, two cents for God. God 
gives us ninety cents out of every dollar. The other 
ten cents by command of his Bible, belong to Him. Is 
not God liberal according to His tithing system laid 
down in the Old Testament? Is not God liberal in 
giving ninety cents out of adollar when He takes but 
ten. We do not like that. We want to have ninety- 
nine cents for ourselves and one cent for God. 

Now, I would a great deal rather steal ten cents 
from you than from God. I think one reason why a 
great many people do not get along in worldly accumu- 
lation faster is because they do not observe this divine 
rule. God says, “ Well, if that man is not satisfied 
with ninety cents of a dollar, then I will take the whole 
dollar, and I will give it to the man or woman who is 
honest with me.” The greatest obstacle to charity in 
the Christian church to-day is the fact that men ex- 
pend so much money on their table, and women so 
much on their dress, they have got nothing left for the 
work of God and the world’s betterment. In my first 
settlement at Belleville, N. J., the cause of missions 
was being presented one Sabbath, and a plea for the 
charity of the people was being made, when an old 
Christian man in the audience lost his balance and said 
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right out in the midst of the sermon, “ Mr. Talmage, 
how are we to give liberally to these grand and glorious 
causes when our families dress as they do?” I did 
not answer that question. It was the only time in my 
life when I had nothing to say. 

Again, inordinate fashion is distraction to public 
worship. You know, very well, there are a good inany 
people who come to church just as they go to the races 
—to see who will come out first. What a flutter it 
makes in church when some woman with extraordinary 
display of fashion comes in! ‘“ Whata love of a bon- 
net!” says some one. ‘ What a perfect fright !” sa 
five hundred. For the most merciless critics in the 
world are fashion critics. Men and women with souls 
to be saved passing the hour in wondering where that 
man got his cravat or what store that woman pat- 
ronizes. 

In many of our churches the preliminary exercises 
are taken up with the discussion of wardrobes. Itis 
pitiable. Is it not wonderful that the Lord does not 
strike the meeting-houses with lightning? What dis- 
traction of Pubic, worship! Dying men and women, 
whose bodies are soon to be turned into dust, yet be- 
fore three worlds strutting like peacocks, the awful 
question of the soul’s destiny submerged by the ques- 
tion of navy-blue velvet and long fan-train skirt, long 
enough to drag up the church aisle, the husband’s 
store, office, shop, factory, fortune and the admiration 
of half the people in the building! Men and women 
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come late to church to show their clothes. People 
sitting down in a pew or taking up a hymn-book, all 
absorbed at the same time in personal array, to sing: 


Rise, my soul, and stretch thy wings; 
Thy better portion trace. 

Rise from transitory things 
Toward heaven, thy native place. 


T adopt the Episcopalian prayer and say, “ Good 
Lord, deliver us!” 

Insatiate fashion also belittles tho intellect. Our 
minds are enlarged or they dwindle just in proportion 
to the importance of the subject on which we constantly _ 
dwell. Can you imagine anything more dwarfing to 
the human intellect than the study of fashion? I see 
men on the street who, judging from their elaboration, 
I think must have taken two heurs to arrange their 
apparel. After a few years of that kind of absorption, 
which one of McAllister’s magnifying glasses will be 
powerful enough to make the man’s character visible? 
They all land in idiocy. 

I have seen men at the summer watering-places, 
through fashion, the mere wreck of what they once 
were. Sallow of cheek. Meager of limb. Hollow at 
the chest. Showing no animation save in rushing 
across a room to pick up a lady’s fan. Simpering along 
the corridors the same compliments they simpered 
twenty years ago. A New York lawyer at the United 
States Hotel, Saratoga, within our hearin g, rushed across 
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a room to say to a sensible woman, “ You areas sweet 
as peaches!” The fools of fashion are myriad. Fash- 
ion not only destroys the body, but it makes idiotic the | 
intellect. 

Yet, my friends, I have given you only the milder 
phase of this evil. It shuts a great multitude out of 
heaven. The first peal of thunder that shook Sinai 
declared, “Thou shalt have no other God before me,” 
and you will have to choose between the goddess of 
fashion and the Christian God. There are a great 
many seats in heaven, and they are all easy seats, but 
not one seat for the devotee of fashion. Heaven is for - 
meek and quiet spirits. Heaven is for those who think 
more of their souls than of their bodies. Heaven is 
for those who have more joy in Christian charity than 
in dry-goods’ religion. Why, if you, with your idolatry 
of fashion, should somehow get into heaven, you would 
be for putting a French roof on the “house of many 
mansions.” Give up this idolatry of fashion or give 
up heaven. What would you do standing beside the 
Countess of Huntington, whose joy it was to build 
chapels for the poor, or with that Christian woman of 
Boston who fed 1,500 children of the street at Faneuil 
Hall on New Year’s day, giving out as a sort of dox- 
ology at the end of the meeting a pair of shoes to each 
one of them, or those Dorcases of modern society who 
have consecrated their needles to the Lord, and who 
will get eternal reward for every stitch they take. 

- Oh, men and women, give up the idolatry of fash- 
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ion! The rivalries and the competitions of such a 
life are stupendous wretchedness. You will always 
find some one with brighter array and with more pa- 
latial residence, and with lavender kid gloves that 
make a tighter fit. And if you buy this thing and 
wear it you will wish you had bought something else 
and worn it. And the frets of such a life will bring 
the crow’s feet to your temples before they are due, 
and when you come to die you will have a miserable 
time. I have seen men and women of fashion die, 
and I never saw one of them die well. The trappings 
off, there they lay on the tumbled pillow, and there 
were just two things that bothered them—a wasted 
life and a coming eternity. I could not pacify them, 
for their body, mind and soul had been exhausted in 
the worship of fashion, and they could not appreciate 
the gospel. When I knelt by their bedside, they were 
mumbling out their regrets and saying: “O God! 
O God!” Their garments hung up in the wardrobe, 
never again to be seen by them. Without any ex- 
ception, so far as my memory serves me, they died 
without hope and went into eternity unprepared. 

The most ghastly death-beds on earth are the. one 
where a man dies of delirium tremens, and the other . 
where a woman dies after having sacrificed all her fac- 
ulties of body, mind and soul in the worship of fashion. 
My friends, we must appear in judgment to answer 
for what we have worn on our bodies as well as for 
what repentances we have exercised with our souls. 
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On that day I see coming in Beau Brummel of the 
last century, without his cloak, like which all England 
got a cloak, without his cane, like which all England 
got a cane, without his snuff-box, like which all 
England got a snuff-box—he, the fop of the ages, par- 
ticular about everything but his morals; and Aaron 
Burr without the letters that down to old age he showed 
in pride to prove his early wicked gallantries ; and Ab- 
salom without his hair; and Marchioness Pompadour 
without her titles; and Mrs. Arnold, the belle of Wall 
Street, when that was the center of fashion, without 
her fripperies of vesture. 

And in great haggardness they shall go away into 
eternal expatriation, while among the queens of heay- 
enly society will be found Vashti, who wore the mod- 
est veil before the palatial bacchanalians ; and Hannah, 
who annually made a little coat for Samuel at the tem- 
ple ; and Grandmother Lois, the ancestress of Timothy, 
who imitated her virtue; and Mary, who gave Jesus 
Christ to the world; and many of you, the wives and 
mothers, and sisters and daughters of the present 
- Christian church; who, through great tribulation, are 
entering into the kingdom of God. Christ announced 
who would make up the royal family of heaven when 
He said, “ Whosoever doeth the will of God, the same 
is my brother, my sister, my mother.” 


A FAMILY SKELETON. 
UNHAPPY MARRIAGES. 


LAx DIVORCE LAWS DUE PRIMARILY TO FREE-LOVE AGITATION, MOR- 
MONISM AND UNHEALTHY FICTION—HASTY AND ILL-CONSIDERED 
MATCHES ARE BECOMING TOO NUMEROUS. 


“‘ What, therefore, God hath joined together let not man put 
asunder.—Matthew xix. 6. 


Tuar there are hundreds and thousands of infelici- 
tous homes in America no one will doubt. If there 
were only one skeleton in the closet, that might be 
locked up and abandoned, but in many a home there 
is a skeleton in the hallway and a skeleton in all the 
apartments. 

“ Unhappily married ” are two words descriptive of 
many a homestead. Sometimes a grand and gracious 
woman will be thus incarcerated, and her life will be 
a crucifixion, as was the case with Mrs. Sigourney, 
the great poetess and the great soul. Sometimes a 
consecrated man will be united to a fury, as was John 
Wesley, or united to a vixen, as was John Milton. 
Sometimes, and generally, both parties are to blame, 
and Thomas Carlyle was an intolerable’ scold, and his 


wife smoked and swore, and Froude, the historian, 
174 
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pulled aside the curtain from the lifelong squabble at 
Craigenputtock and Cheyne Row. 

Some say that for the alleviation of all these do- 
mestic disorders of which we hear, easy divorce is a good 
prescription. God sometimes authorizes divorce as 
certainly as He authorizes marriage. I have just as 
much regard for one lawfully divorced as I have for 
one lawfully married. But you know and I know that 
wholesale divorce is one of our national scourges. I 
am not surprised at this when I think of the influences 
which have been abroad militating against the mar- 
riage relation. 


A PERNICIOUS DOCTRINE. 


For many years the platforms of the country rang 
with talk about a free-love millennium. There were 
meeting's of this kind held in the Cooper Institute, New 
York; Tremont Temple, Boston, and all over the land. 
Some of the women who were most prominent in that 
movement have since been distinguished for great pro- 
miscuosity of affection. Popular themes for such oc- 
casions were the tyranny of man, the oppression of the 
marriage relation, women’s rights and the affinities. 
Prominent speakers were women with short curls and 
short dress, and very long tongue, everlastingly at war 
with God because they were created women, while on 
the platform sat meek men with soft accent and cowed 
demeanor, apologetic for masculinity, and holding the 
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parasols while the termagant orators went on preaching 
the doctrine of free love. 

That campaign of about twenty years set more devils 
into the marriage relation than will be exorcised in the 
next fifty. Men and women went home from such 
meetings so permanently confused as to who were their 
wives and husbands that they never got out of their 
perplexity, and the criminal and the civil courts tried 
to disentangle the “ Tliad ” of woes, and this one got 
alimony, and that one got a limited divorce, and this 
mother kept the children on condition that the father 
could sometimes come and look at them, and these 
went into poorhouses, and those went into an insane 
aslyum, and those went into dissolute public life, and 
all went to destruction. The mightiest war ever made 
against the marriage institution was that free-love 
campaign, sometimes under one name and sometimes 
under another. 


BRAZEN POLYGAMY. 


_ Another influence that has warred upon the marriage 
relation has been polygamy in Utah. That was a 
stereotyped caricature of the marriage relation, and has 
poisoned the whole land. You might as well think 
that you can have an arm in a state of mortification 
and yet the whole body not be sickened, as to have 
these territories polygamized and yet the body of the 
nation not feel the putrefaction. Hear it, good men 
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and women of America, that so long ago as 1862 a 
law was passed by Congress forbidding polygamy in 
the territories and in all the places where they had 
jurisdiction. ‘Twenty-four years passed along and five 
administrations before the first brick was knocked from 
that fortress of libertinism. 

Every new President, in his inaugural, tickled that 
monster with the straw of condemnation, and every 
Congress stultified itself in proposing some plan that 
would not work. Polygamy stood more intrenched, 
and more brazen, and more puissant, and more brag- 
gart, and more infernal. James Buchanan, a much- 
abused man of his day, did more for the extirpation 
of this villainy than most of the subsequent adminis- 
trations. Mr. Buchanan sent out an army, and al- 
though it was halted in its work, still he accomplished 
more than some of the administrations which did 
nothing but talk, talk, talk. At last, but not until it 
had poisoned genérations, polygamy has received its 
death-blow. 

Polygamy in Utah warred against the marriage 
relation throughout the land. It was impossible to 
have such an awful sewer of iniquity sending up its 
miasma, which was wafted by the winds north, south, 
east and west, without the whole land being affected 
by it. 

Another influence that has warred against the 
marriage relation in this country has been a pustulous 


literature, with its millions of sheets every week, 
12 
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choked with stories of domestic wrongs and infidelities 
and massacres and outrages, until it is a wonder to 
me that there are any decencies. or any common sense 
left on the subject of marriage. One-half of the 
news-stands of all our cities reeking with the filth. 

“Now,” say some, “ we admit all these evils, and 
the only way to clear them out or correct them is by 
easy divorce.” Well, before we yield to that cry, let 
us find out how easy it is now. 


WHOLESALE DIVORCE. 


I have looked over the laws of all the states, and I 
find that, while in some states it is easier than in 
others, in every state it is easy. The state of IIli- 
nois, through its legislature, recites a long list of 
proper causes for divorce, and then closes up by giv- 
ing to the courts the right to make a decree of divorce | 
in any case where they deem it ‘expedient. After 
that you are not surprised at the announcement that . 
in one county of the state of Illinois, in one year, 
there were 833 divorces. If you want to know how 
easy it is, you have only to look over the records of 
the states. In the city of San Francisco 333 divorcees 
in one year, and in twenty years in New England, 
20,000! Is that not easy enough ? 

If the same ratio continue—the ratio of multiplied 
divorce and multiplied causes of divorce—we are not 
far from the time when our courts will have to set 
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apart whole days for application, and all you will 
have to prove against a man will be that he left his 
newspaper in the middle of the floor, and all you will 
have to prove against a woman will be that her hus- 
band’s overcoat is buttonless. Causes of divorce 
double in a few years—doubled in France, doubled 
in England and doubled in the United States. To 
show how very easy it is I have to tell you that in the 
Western Reserve (Ohio) the proportion of divorces to 
marriages celebrated is 1-to 11, in Rhode Island is 
1 to 13, in Vermont 1 to 14. Is not that easy 
enough ? 

I want you to notice that frequency of divorce 
always goes along with the dissoluteness of society. 
Rome for 500 years had not one case of divorce. 
Those were her days of glory and virtue. Then the 
reign of vice began, and divorce became epidemic. 
If you want to know how rapidly the empire went 
down, ask Gibbon. 

What we want in this country, and in all lands, is 
that divorce be made more, and more, and more diffi- 
cult. Then people, before they enter that relation, 
will be persuaded that there will probably be no 
escape from it except through the door of the sepul- 
cher. Then they will pause on the verge of that 
relation until they are fully satisfied that it is best, 
and that it is right, and that it is happiest. Then 
we shall have no more marriage in fun. Then men 
and women will not enter the relation with the idea 
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that it is only a trial trip; that if they do not like it~ 
they can get out at the first landing. Then this whole 
question will be taken out of the frivolous into the 
tremendous, and there will be no more joking about 
the blossoms in a bride’s hair than about the cypress 
on a coffin. 


UNIFORM LAWS IN ALL STATES. 


What we want is that the Congress of the United 
States change the national constitution so that a law 
can be passed which shall be uniform all over the 
country, and what shall be right in one state shall be 
right in all the states, and what is wrong in one state 
will be wrong in all the states. 

If a party in the marriage relation gets dissatisfied, 
it is only necessary to move to another state to achieve 
liberation from the domestic tie, and divorce is effected 
so easy that the first one party knows of it is by seeing 
m the newspaper that Rev. Dr. Somebody on March 
17, 1895, introduced in a new marriage relation a 
member of the household who went off on a pleasure 
excursion to Newport or a business excursion to 
Chicago. Married at the bride’s house. No cards. 
There are states of the Union which practically put a 
premium upon the disintegration of the marriage 
relation, while there are other states, like our own 
New York State, that had for a long time the pre- 
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eminent idiocy of making marriage lawful at twelve 
and fourteen years of age. 

The Congress of the United States needs to move 
for a change of the national constitution and to ap- 
point a committee—not made up of single gentlemen, 
but of men of families, and their families in Washing- 
ton—who shall prepare a good, honest, righteous, 
comprehensive, uniform law that will control every- 
thing from Sandy Hook to the Golden Horn. That . 
will put an end to broken ties in marriages. That 
will send divorce lawyers into a decent business. 
That will set people agitated for many years on the 
question of how shall they get away from each other, 
to planning how they can adjust themselves to the 
more or less unfavorable circumstances. 


MARRIAGE AS A SPECULATION. 


More difficult divorce will put an estoppel to a 
great extent upon marriage as a financial speculation. 
There are men who go into the relation just as they 
go into Wall Street to purchase shares. The female 
to be invited into the partnership of wedlock is utterly 
unattractive and in disposition a suppressed Vesuvius. 
Everybody knows it, but this masculine candidate for 
matrimonial orders, through the commercial agency 
or through the county records, finds out how much 
estate is to be inherited, and he calculates it. He 
thinks out how long it will be before the old man will 
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die, and whether he can stand the refractory temper 
until he does die, and then he enters the relation, for 
he says, “if I cannot stand it, then through the di- 
vorce law I’ll back out.” That process is going on 
all the time, and men enter the relation without any 
moral principle, without any affection, and it is as 
much a matter of stock speculation as anything that 
transpired yesterday in Union Pacific, Illinois Central 
or Delaware and Lackawanna. ; 

Now, suppose a man understood, as he ought to 
understand, that if he goes into that relation there is 
no possibility of his getting out, or no probability, he 
would be more slow to put his neck in the yoke. 

Rigorous divorce law will also hinder women from 
the fatal mistake of marrying men to reform them. 
If a young man, by twenty-five years of age or thirty 
years of age, have the habit of strong drink fixed on 
him, he is as certainly bound for a drunkard’s grave 
as that a train starting out from Grand Central depot 
at eight o’clock to-morrow morning is bound for Al- 
bany. The train may not reach Albany, for it may 
be thrown off the track. The young man may not 
reach a drunkard’s grave, for something may throw 
him off the iron track of evil habit, but the probabil- 
ity is that the train that starts to-morrow morning at 
eight o’clock for Albany will get there, and the prob- 
ability is that the young man who has the habit of 
strong drink fixed on him before twenty-five or thirty 
years of age will arrive at a drunkard’s grave. She 
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knows he drinks, although he tries to hide it by chew- 
mg cloves. Everybody knows he drinks. Parents 
warn ; neighbors and friends warn. She will marry 
-him; she will reform him. 


THE ALTAR OF SACRIFICE. 


If she is unsuccessful in the experiment, why, then 
the divorce law will emancipate her because habitual 
drunkenness is a cause for divorce in Indiana, Ken- 
tucky, Florida, Connecticut and nearly all the states. 
So the poor thing goes to the altar of sacrifice. If 
you will show me the poverty-struck streets in any 
city, I will show you the homes of the women who 
married men to reform them. In one case out of ten 
thousand it may be a successful experiment. I never 
saw the successful experiment. But have a rigorous 
divorce law, and that woman will say, “if I am af- 
fianced to that man it is for life.” ~ . 

A rigorous divorce law will also do much to hinder 
hasty and inconsiderate marriages. Under the im- 
pression that one can be easily released people enter 
the relation without inquiry and without reflection. 
Romance and impulse rule the day. Perhaps the only 
ground for the marriage compact is that she likes his 
looks, and he admires the graceful way she passes 
round the ice-cream at the picnic! It1s all they know 
about each other. It is all the preparation for life. 
A woman that could not make a loaf of bread to save 
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_her life will swear to cherish and obey. A Christian 
will marry an atheist, and that always makes conjoined 
wretchedness, for if a man does not believe there is a 
God he is neither to be trusted with a dollar nor with 
your lifelong happiness. Having read much about 
love in a cottage, people brought up in ease will go 
and starve in a hovel. 

By the wreck of ten thousand homes, by the holo- 
caust of ten thousand sacrificed men and women, by 
the hearthstone of the family, which is the corner- 
stone of the state, and in the name of that God who 
hath set up the family institution, and who hath made 
the breaking of the marital oath the most appalling of 
all perjuries, I implore the Congress of the United 
States to make some righteous, uniform law for all the 
states, and from ocean to ocean, on this subject of 
marriage and divorce. 


CHARACTER THE ONE ESSENTIAL. 


Let me say to the hundreds of young people in this 
house this afternoon, before you give your heart and 
hand in holy alliance, use all caution, inquire outside 
as to habits, explore the disposition, scrutinize the 
taste, question the ancestry, and find out the ambitions. 
Do not take the heroes and the heroines of cheap nov- 
els for a model. Do not put your lifetime happiness 
in the keeping of a man who has a reputation for be- 
ing alittle loose in morals, or in the keeping of a woman 
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who dresses fast. Remember that, while good looks 
are a kindly gift of God, wrinkles or accident may 
despoil them. Remember that Byron was no more 
celebrated for his beauty than for his depravity, Re- 
member that Absalom’s hair was not more splendid 
than his habits were despicable. Hear it, hear it! 
The only foundation for happy marriage that has ever 
been or ever will be is good character. 

Ask God whom you shall marry, if you marry at all. 

A union formed in prayer will be a happy union, 
though sickness pale the cheek, and poverty empty 
the bread-tray, and death open the small graves, and 
all the path of life be strewn with thorns from the 
marriage altar with its wedding-march and orange- 
blossoms clear on down to the last farewell at that 
gate where Isaac and Rebecca, Abraham and Sarah, 
Adam and Eve parted. 

And let me say to you who are in this relation, if 
you make one man or woman happy, you have not 
lived in vain. Christ says that what He is to the 
church you ought to be to each other, and if some- 
times, through difference of opinion or difference of 
disposition, you make up your mind that your mar- 
riage was a mistake, patiently bear and forbear, re- 
membering that life at the longest is short, and that 
for those who have been badly mated in this world 
death will give quick and immediate bill of divorce- 
ment, written in letters of green grass on quiet graves. 


And perhaps, my brother, my sister, perhaps you may 
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appreciate each other better in heaven than you have 
appreciated each other on earth. 

In the “Farm Ballads” our American poet puts 
into the lips of a repentant husband, after a life of 
married perturbation, these suggestive words : 


«“ And when she dies I wish that she would be laid by me, 
And lying together in silence perhaps we will agree, 
And if ever we meet in heaven I would not think it queer 
If we love each other better because we quarreled here.” 


THE SPECK ON THE HORIZON. 


And let me say to those of you who are in happy 
married union, avoid first quarrels; have no unex: 
plained correspondence with former admirers; culti- 
vate no suspicions; in a moment of bad temper do 
not rush out and tell the neighbors; do not let any 
of those gad-abouts of society unload in your house 
their baggage of gab and tittle-tattle ; do not stand on 
your rights; learn how to apologize; do not be so 
proud, or so stubborn, or so devilish that you will not 
make up. Remember that the worst domestic mis- 
fortunes and most scandalous divorce cases started 
from little infelicities. The whole piled-up train of 
_ten rail-cars telescoped and smashed at the foot of an 
embankment one hundred feet down came to that ca- 
tastrophe by getting two or three inches off the track. 
Some of the greatest domestic misfortunes and the 
wide resounding divorce cases have started from little 
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misunderstandings, that were allowed to go on and go 
on, until home, and respectability, and religion, and im- 
mortal soul went down in the crash, crash ! 

- And, fellow-citizens, as well as fellow-Christians, let 
us have a divine rage against anything that wars on 
the marriage state! Blessed institution! Instead of 
two arms to fight the battle of life, four; instead of 
two eyes to scrutinize the path of life, four ; instead 
of two shoulders to lift the burden of life, four. 
Twice the energy, twice the courage, twice the holy 
ambition, twice the probability of worldly success, 
twice the prospects of heaven. Into the matrimonial 
bower God fetches two souls. Outside that bower, 
room for all contentions, and all bickerings, and all 
controversies, but inside the bower there is room for 
only one guest—the angel of love. Let that angel 
stand at the floral doorway of this Edenic bower with 
drawn sword to hew down the worst foe of that bower 
—easy divorce. And for every paradise lost may 
there be a paradise regained. And after we quit our 
home here may we have a brighter home in heaven, at 
the windows of which this moment are familiar faces 
watching for our arrival, and wondering why so long 
we tarry. 


OUR THANKSGIVING. 
THE SEASON OF INGATHERING. 


Tue LIFE OF THE CORN AN IMAGE OF THE LIFE OF MAN. 


“Asa shock of corn cometh in in his season.’’—Job v. 26. 


Turs is the time of the year for husking corn. If 
you have recently been in the fields of Pennsylvania or 
New Jersey or NewYork or New England, or in any of 
the country districts, you know that the corn is all cut. 
The sharp knife struck through the stalks and left 
them all along the fields, until a man came with a 
bundle of straw and twisted a few of these wisps of 
straw into a band, and then, gathering up as much of 
the corn as he could compass with his arms, he bound 
it with this wisp of straw and then stood it in the field 
in what is called a shock. There are now at least two 
billion bushels of corn either standing in the shock or 
having been already husked. The farmers gather one 
day on one farm, and then another day on another 
farm, and they put on their rough husking-apron, and 
they take the husking-peg, which is a piece of iron 
with a leathern loop fictenes to the hand, and with it 
unsheath the corn from the husk and toss it into the 
golden heap. Then the wagons come along and take 
it to the corn-crib. 

190. 
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SCRIPTURE STORIES ABOUT CORN. 


About corn as an important cereal or corn as a 
metaphor the Bible is constantly speaking. You know 
about the people in famine coming to buy corn of 
Joseph, and the foxes on fire running into the “ stand- 
ing corn,” and about the oxen treading out the corn, 
and about the seven thin ears of corn that in Pharaoh’s 
dream devoured the seven good ears, and the “ parched 
corn ” handed to beautiful Ruth by the harvesters 
of Bethlehem, and Abigail’s five measures of “ parched 
corn” with which she hoped to appease the enemies 
of her drunken husband, and David’s description of 
the valleys “ covered over with corn,” and “the hand- 
ful of corn in the earth,” and “ the full corn in the 
ear,” and Christ’s Sabbath-morning walk through corn- 
fields, and the disciples “ plucking ears of corn,” and 
sol am not surprised to find corn-husking time re- 
ferred to in my text “ As a shock of corn cometh in 
in his season.” 

How vividly to all those of us who were born in the 
country comes the remembrance of husking-time ! We 
waited for it as for a gala-day of the year. It was called 
a frolic. The trees having for the most part shed 
their foliage, the farmers waded through the fallen 
leaves and came through the keen morning air to the 
gleeful company. The frosts which had silvered every- 
thing during the night began to melt offthe top of 
the corn-shocks. While the farmers-were waiting for 
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others they stood blowing their breath through their 
fingers or thrashing their arms around their body to 
keep up warmth of circulation. Roarmg mirth greeted 
the late farmer as he crawled over the fence, Joke and 
repartee and rustic salutation abounded. All ready 
now ! 

The men take hold of the shock of corn and hurl 
it prostrate, while the moles and mice which have se- 
creted themselves there for warmth attempt escape. 
The withe of straw is unwound from the corn-shock, 
and the stalks heavy with the wealth of grain, are rolled 
into two bundles, between which the husker sits down. 
The husking-peg is thrust in until it strikes the corn, 
and then the fingers rip off the sheathing of the ear, 
and there is a crack as the root of the corn is snapped 
off from the husk, and the grain disimprisoned is 
hurled up into the sunlight. 

The air is so tonic, the work is so very exhilarating, 
the company is so blithe that some laugh, and some 
shout, and some sing, and some banter, and some téase 
a neighbor for a romantic ride along the edge of the 
woods in an eventide, in a carriage that holds but two, 
and some prophesy as to the number of bushels to the 
field, and others go into competition as to which shall 
rifle the most corn-shocks before sundown. After 
awhile the dinner horn sounds from the farmhouse, 
and the table is surrounded by a group of jolly and 
hungry men. 


From all the pantries, and the cellars, and the 
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perches of fowl on the place, the richest dainties come, 
and there is carnival and neighborhood reunion, and a 
scene which fills our memory part with smiles, but more 
with tears, as we remember that the farm belongs now 
_ to other owners, and other hands gather in the field, and 
many of those who mingled in that merry husking scene 
have themselves been reaped “ like as a shock of corn 
cometh in in his season.” 


THEY HAD OUR KIND OF CORN. 


There is a difference of opinion as to whether the 
Orientals knew anything about the corn as it stands in 
our fields ; but recent discoveries have found out that 
the Hebrew knew all about Indian maize, for there 
have been grains of corn picked up out of ancient 
crypts and exhumed from hiding-places where they 
were put down many centuries ago, and they have been 
planted in our time and have come up just such Indian 
maize as we raise in New York and Ohio. So I am 
right when I say that my text may refer to a shock of 
corn, just as you and I bound it, just as you and I threw 
it, just as you and I husked it. There may come some 
practical and useful and comforting lessons to all our 
souls while we think of coming in at last “ like a shock 
of corn cometh in in his season.” 

It is high time that the King of Terror were thrown 
out of the Christian vocabulary. A vast multitude of 
people talk of death as though it were the disaster of 

13 
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disasters, instead of being to a good man the blessing 
of blessings. It is moving out of a cold vestibule into 
a warm temple. It is migrating into groves of redo- 
lence and perpetual fruitage. Is is a change fron bleak 
March to roseate June. It is a change of manacles 
for garlands. It is the transmuting of the iron hand- 
cuffs of earthly incarceration into the diamonded wrist- 
lets of a bridal party, or, to use the suggestion of my 
text, it is only husking-time. It is the tearing off of 
the rough sheath of the body that the bright and the 
beautiful soul may go free. Coming in “like a shock 
of corn cometh in in his season.” Christ broke up a 
funeral procession at the gate of Nain by making a 
resurrection day for a young man and his mother, and 
I would that I could break up your sadnesses and halt 
the long funeral procession of the world’s grief by some 
cheering and cheerful view. of the last transition. 

We all know that husking-time was a time of frost. 
Frost on the fence; onthe stubble; on the ground; 
on the bare branches of the trees ; frost in the air; on 
the hands of the huskers. You remember we used to 
hide between the corn stacks so as to keep off the wind, 
but still you remember how shivering was the body, 
and how painful was the cheek, and how benumbed 
were the hands. But after awhile the sun was high 
up, and all the frosts went out of the air, and hilarities 
awakened the echoes, and joy from one corn-shock went 
up, “ Aha, aha!” and was answered by joy from an- 
other corn-shock, “ Aha, aha!” 
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So we all realize that the death of our friend is the 
nipping of many expectations, the freezing, the chill- 
ing, the frosting of many of our hopes. It is far from 
being a south wind. It comes out of the frigid north, 
and when they go away from us we stand benumbed in 
body, and benumbed in mind, and benumbed in soul. 
We stand among our dead neighbors, our dead families, 
and we say, “ Will we ever get over it?” Yes, we 
will get over it amid the shoutings of heavenly reunion, 
and we will look back to all these distresses of bereave- 
ment only as the temporary distresses of husking-time. 
“ Weeping may endure for a night, but joy cometh in 
the morning.” “ Light, and but for a moment,” said 
the apostle as he clapped his hands, “ light, and but for 
a moment.” The chill of the frosts followed by the 
gladness that-cometh in “ like a shock of corn cometh 
in in his season.” 
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OFF WITH THIS HUSK OF FLESH ! 


Of course the husking time made rough work with 
the ear of corn. The husking peg had to be thrust in, 
and the hard thumb of the husker had to come down 
on the swathing of the ear, and then there was a pull, 
and there was a ruthless tearing, and then a complete 
snapping off before the corn was free, and if the husk 
could have spoken it would have said: “ Why do you 
lacerate me? Whydo you wrench me?” Ah, my 
friends, that is the way God has arranged that the ear 
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and husk shall part, and that is the way He has ar- 
ranged that the body and the soul shall separate. You 
can afford to have your physical distresses when you 
know that they are only forwarding the soul’s liberation. 

Every rheumatic pain is only a plunge of the husk- 
ing-peg. Every neuralgic twinge is only a twist by 
the husker. There is gold in you that must come out. 
Some way the shackle must be broken. Some way the 
ship must be launched for the heavenly voyage. You 
must let the Heavenly Husbandman husk off the mor- 
tality from the immortality. There ought to be great 
consolation in this for all who have chronic ailments, 
since the Lord is gradually and more mildly taking 
away from you that which hinders your soul’s liberation, 
doing gradually for you what for many of us in robust 
health perhaps he will do in one fell blow at the last. 
At the close of every illness, at the close of every par- 
oxysm, you ought to say, “ Thank God, that is all past 
now ; thank God, I will never have to suffer that again ; 
thank God, I am so much nearer the hour of libera- 
tion.” 

You will never suffer the same pain twice. You 
may have a new pain in an old place, but never the 
same pain twice. The pain does its work, and then it 
dies. Just so many plunges of the crowbar to free the 
‘quarry stone for the building. Just so many strokes 
of the chisel to complete the statue. Just so many 
pangs to separate the soul from the body. You who 
have chronic ailments and disorders are only paying 
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in installments that which some of us will have to pay 
in one payment when we pay the debt of nature. 
Thank God, therefore, ye who have chronic disorders, 
that you have so much less suffering at the last. 
Thank God that you will-have so much less to feel in 
the way of pain at the hands of the Heavenly Hus- 
bandman when “the shock of corn cometh in in his 
season.” 

Perhaps, now, thismay be an answer to a question 
which I asked one Sabbath morning, but did not an- 
swer. Whyis it that so many really good people have 
so dreadfully to suffer? You often find a good man 
with enough pains and aches and distresses, you would 
think, to discipline a whole colony, while you will find: 
a man who is perfectly useless going about with easy 
digestion and steady nerves and shining health, and 
his exit from the world is comparatively painless. 
How do you explain that? Well, I noticed in the 
husking-time that the husking-peg was thrust into the 
corn, and then there must be a stout pull before the 
swathing was taken off the ear and the full, round, 
healthy, luxuriant corn was developed, while, on the 
other hand, there was corn that hardly seemed worth 
husking. | 

We threw that into a place all by itself, and we 
called it “nubbins.” Some of it was mildewed, and 
some of was mice-nibbled, and some of it was great 
promise and no fulfillment. All cobs and no corn. 


Nubbins! After the good corn had been driven up 


200 GEMS OF RELIGIOUS THOUGHT. 


to the barn we came around with the corn-basket and 
we picked up these nubbins. They were worth saving, 
but not worth much. So all around us there are 
people who amount to comparatively nothing. They 
develop into no kind of usefulness. They are nibbled 
on one side by the world, and nibbled on the other 
side by the devil, and mildewed all over. Great prom- 
ise and no fulfillment. All cobs andnocorn. Nub- 
bins! They are worth saving. I suppose many of 
them will get to heaven, but they are not worthy to 
be mentioned in the same day with those who went 
through great tribulation into the kingdom of our 
God. 

Who would not rather have the pains of this life, 
the misfortunes of this life—who would not rather be 
torn and wounded and lacerated and wrenched and 
husked, and at last go in amid the very best grain of 
the granary—than to be pronounced not worth husk- 
ing at all? Nubbins! In other words, I want to say 
to you people who have distress of body and distress 
im business and distress of all sorts, the Lord has not 
any grudge against you. It is not derogatory ; it is 
complimentary. “Whom the Lord loveth He chast- 
eneth,” and it is proof positive that there is something 
valuable in you, or the Lord would not have husked 
you. 


GOD APPROVES OF A JOYOUS SPIRIT. 


You remember also that in the time of husking it 
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was a neighborhood reunion. By the great fireplace 
in the winter, the fires roaring around the glorious 
backlogs on an old-fashioned hearth, of which the 
modern stoves and registers are only the degenerate 
descendants, the farmers used to gather and spend the 
evening, and there would be much sociality; but it 
was not anything like the joy of the husking-time, for 
then all the farmers came, and they came in the very 
best humor, and they came from beyond the meadow, 
and they came from beyond the brook, and they came 
from regions two and three miles around. 

Good spirits reigned supreme, and there were great 
hand-shakings, and carnival, and the recital of the 
brightest experiences in all their lives, and there was 
a neighborhood reunion, the memory of which makes 
all the nerves of my body tremble with emotion, as 
the strings of a harp when the fingers of the player 
have swept the chords. The husking-time was the 
time of neighborhood reunion, and so heaven will be 
just that. Therethey comeup! They slept ira the old 
village churchyard. There they come up! They re- 
clined amid the fountains, ‘and the sculpture, and the 
parterres of a city cemetery. There they come up! . 
They went down when the ship foundered off Cape 
Hatteras. They come up from all sides—from potter’s 
field and out of the solid masonry of Westminster 
Abbey! They come up! They come up! All the 
hindrances to their better nature husked off. All their 
spiritual despondences husked off. A their hindrances 
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to usefulness husked off. The grain, the golden 
grain, the God-fashioned grain, visible and conspic- 
uous. 

Some of them on earth were such disagreeable 
Christians you could hardly stand it in their presence. 
Now, in heaven they are so radiant you hardly know 
them. The fact is, all their imperfections have been 
husked off. They did not mean on earth to be disa- 
greeable. They meant well enough, but they told you 
how sick you looked, and they told you how many 
hard things they had heard about you, and they told 
you how often they had to stand up for you in some 
battles, until you wished almost that they had been 
slain in some of the battles. Good, pious, consecrated, 
well-meaning disagreeables. Now, in heaven all their 
offensiveness has been husked off. Hach one is as 
happy as he can be. Every one he meets as happy as 
he can be. Heaven one great neighborhood reunion. 
All kings and queens, all songsters, all millionaires, all 
banqueters. 

God the Father, with His children all around Him. 
No “good-bye” in all the air. No grave cut inall the 
hills. River of crystal rolling over bed of pearl, under 
arch of chrysoprase, into seas of glass mingled with 
fire. Stand at the gate of the granary and see the 
grain come in, out of the frosts into the sunshine, out 
of the darkness into the light, out of the tearing, and 
the ripping, and the twisting, and the wrenching and 
lacerating, and the husking-time of earth into the 
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wide-open door of the king’s granary “like as a shock 
of corn cometh in in his season.” 


HEAVEN IS A LONG THANKSGIVING. 


Yes, heaven isa great sociable with joy like the 
joy of the husking-time. No one there feeling so 
big he declines to speak to some one that is not so 
large. Archangel willing to listen to smallest cherub. 
No bolting of the door of caste at one heavenly man- 
sion to keep out the citizen of a smaller mansion. 
No clique in one corner whispering about a clique in 
another corner. David taking none of the airs of a 
giant-killer. Joshua making no one halt until he passes 
because he made the sun and moon halt. Paul mak- 
ing no assumption over the most ordinary preacher of 
righteousness. Naaman, captain of the Syrian host, 
no more honored that the captive maid who told him 
where he could get a good doctor. Oh, my soul, what 
a country! The humblest man a king. The poorest 
woman a queen. The meanest house a palace. The 
shortest lifetime eternity. And what is more strange 
about it all is we may all get there. “ Not I,” says 
some one standing back under the galleries. Yes, 
you. “ NotI,” says some one who has not been in 
church in fifteen years before. Yes, you. “ Not I,” 
says some one who has been for fifty years filling 
up his life with all kinds of wickedness. Yes, you. 
There are monopolies on earth, monopolistic railroads 
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and monopolistic telegraph companies, and monopolistic 
erain-dealers, but no monopolies in religion. 

All who want to be saved may be saved “ without 
money and without price.” Salvation by the Lord 
Jesus Christ for all the people. Of course use com- 
mon sense in this matter. You cannot expect to get 
to Charleston by taking the ship for Portland, and 
you cannot get to heaven by going in an opposite di- 
rection. Believe in the Lord Jesus Christ and thou 
shalt be saved. Through that one gate of pardon and 
and peace all the race may go in. 

“ But,” says some one, “ do you really think I would 
be at home in that supernal society if I should reach 
it?” I think you would. I know you would. I re- 
member that in the husking-time there was great equality 
of feeling among the neighbors. There at one corn- 
shock a farmer would be at work who owned two hundred 
acres of ground. The man whom he was talking with 
at the next corn-shock owned but thirty acres of 
ground, and perhaps all that covered by a mortgage. 

That.evening, at the close of the husking-day, one 
man drove home a roan span so frisky, so full of life, 
they got their feet over the traces. The other man 
walked home. .Great difference in education, great 
difference in worldly means, but I noticed at the husk- 
ing-time they all seemed to enjoy each other’s society. 
They did not ask any man how much property he 
owned or what his education had been. They all 
seemed to be happy together in those good times. 
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And so it will be in heaven. Our father will gather his 
children around him, and the neighbors will come in, 
and the past will be rehearsed, and some one will tell of 
victory, and we will all celebrate it, and some one will 
tell of great struggle, and we will all praise the grace 
that fetched him out of it, and some one will say: 
“‘ Here is my old father that I put away with heart- 
break. Just look at him! He is as young as any of. 
mel?’ 

And some one will say : “ Here is my darling child 
that I buried in Greenwood, and all the after years of 
my life were shadowed with desolation. Just look at 
her! She doesn’t seem as if she had been sick a 
minute Great sociality. Great neighborhood 
kindness. Go in and dine. What though John Mil- 
ton sit down on one side and John Howard sit down 
on the other side? No embarrassment. Whatthough 
Charlotte Elizabeth sit down on one side and Hannah 
More sit down the other side? Noembarrassment. A 
monarch yourself, why be embarrassed among 
monarchs? <A songster yourself, why be embarrassed 
among glorified songsters ? Go in and dine. 


{? 


THE LAST GREAT INGATHERING. 


All the shocks of corn coming in in their season. 
Oh, yes, in their season. Not one of you having died 
too soon, or having died too late, or having died at 
haphazard. Planted at just the right time. Plowed 


206 GEMS OF RELIGIOUS THOUGHT. 


at just the right time. Cut down at just the nght 
time. Husked at just the right time. Garnered at 
just the right time. Coming in in your season. Oh, 
I wish that the two billion bushels of corn now in the 
fields or on their way to the seaboard might be a type 
of the grand yield of honor and glory and immortality 
when all the shocks come in! 

I do not know how you are constituted, but I am 
so constituted that there is nothing that so awakens 
reminiscences in me as the odors of a corn-field 
when I cross it at this time of year, after the 
corn has been cut and it stands in shocks. And 
so I have thought it might be practically useful 
for us to-day to cross the corn-field, and I have 
thought perhaps there might be some reminiscence 
roused in our soul that might be salutary and 
might be saving. In Sweden a prima-donna, while 
her house in the city was being repaired, took a house 
in the country for temporary residence, and she brought 
out her great array of jewels to show a friend who 
wished to see them. 

One summer night, after displaying these jewels and 
leaving them on the table, and all her friends had 
gone, and the servants had gone, she sat thinking and 
looking into a mirror just in front of her chair, when 
she saw m that mirror the face of a robber looking in 
at the window behind her and gazing at those jewels. — 
She was in great fright, but sat still, and hardly know- 
ing why she did so, she began to sing an old nursery 
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song, her fears making the pathos of the song more 
telling. Suddenly she noticed, while looking at the 
mirror, that the robber’s face had gone from the win- 
dow, and it did not come back. 

A few days after the prima-donna received a letter 
from the robber saying, “I heard that the jewels 
were to be out that night, and I came to take them at 
whatever hazard, but when I heard you sing that 
nursery song with which my mother so often sang me 
to sleep, I could not stand it, and I fled, and I have 
resolved upon a new and honest life.” 

Oh, my friends, there are jewels in peril richer than 
those which lay upon that table that night. They are 
the jewels of that immortal soul. Would God that some 
song rolling up out of the deserted nursery of your 
childhood, or some song rolling up out of the corn- 
fields, the song of the huskers twenty or forty years 
ago, might turn all our feet out of the paths of sin 
into the paths of righteousness. Would God that 
those memories wafted in-an odor or song might start 
us this moment with swift feet toward that blessed 
place where so many of our loved ones have already 
preceded us “as a shock of corn cometh in in his 
season.” 


FIRE-W ORSHIPERS. 
THE PARSEE RELIGION. 


A REMARKABLE CANON OF PARSEE FAITH.-—CATECHISM THAT WILL 
STAND THE CHRISTIAN TEST—THE TOWER OF SILENCE—A PARSEE 
MARRIAGE—ZOROASTER AND CHRIST. 


“There came wise men from the east to Jerusalem.’’—Matthew ii. 1. 


THESE wise men were the Parsees or the so-called 
fire-worshipers, and I found their descendants in 
India last October. Their heathenism is more toler- 
» able than any of the other false religions, and while I 
have already shown you the worst forms of heathen- 
ism, to-day I show you the least offensive. 

The prophet of the Parsees was Zoroaster of Persia. 
He was poet and philosopher and reformer as well as 
religionist. His disciples thrived at the first in Persia, 
but under Mohammedan persecution they retreated to 
India, where I met them, and in addition to what I 
saw of them at their headquarters in Bombay, India, 
I had two weeks of association with one of the most 


learned and genial of their people on shipboard from 
Bombay to Brindisi. 


PARSEE RELIGION. 


The Bible of the Parsees, 


7 or fire-worshipers, as 
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they are inaccurately called, is the Zend-Avesta, a 
collection of the strangest books that ever came into my 
hands. There were originally twenty-one volumes, but 
Alexander the Great, in a drunken fit, set fire to a 
palace which contained some of them, and they went 
into ashes. But there are more of their sacred volumes 
left than most people would have patience to read. 
There are many things in the religion of the Parsees 
that suggest Christianity, and some of its doctrines 
are in accord with our own religion. Zoroaster, who 
lived about 1,400 years before Christ, was a good man, 
suffered persecution for his faith and was assassinated ° 
while worshiping. He announced the theory, “He is 
best who is pure of heart,’ and that there are two 
great spirits in the world, Ormuzd, the good spirit, ° 
and Ahriman, the bad spirit, and that all who do 
right are under the influence of Ormuzd, and all who 
do wrong are under Ahriman ; that the Parsee must 
be born on the ground floor of the house and must be 
buried from the ground floor; that the dying man 
must have prayers said over him and a sacred juice 
given him to drink; that the good at their decease go 
into eternal light and the bad into eternal darkness ; 
that, having passed out of this life, the soul lingers 
near the corpse three days in a paradisaic state, enjoy- 
ing more than all the nations of earth put together 
could enjoy, or in a pandemoniac state, suffering more 
than all the nations put together could possibly suffer, 


but at the end of three days departing for its final 
14 
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destiny, and that there will be a resurrection of the 
body. They are more careful than any other people 
about their ablutions, and they wash, and wash, and 
wash. They pay great attention to physical health, 
and it isa rare thing to seeasick Parsee. They do not 
smoke tobacco, for they consider that a misuse of fire. 

At the close of mortal life the soul appears at the 
bridge Chinvat, where an angel presides and questions 
the soul about the thoughts and words and deeds of 
its earthly state. Nothing, however, is more intense 
in the Parsee faith than the theory that the dead body 
is impure. A devil is supposed to take possession of 
the dead body. All who touch it are unclean, and 
hence the strange style of obsequies. But here I 
must give three or four questions and answers from 
one of the Parsee catechisms : 


PARSEE CATECHISM. 


Question.—Who is the most fortunate man in the 
world ? 

Answer.—He who is the most innocent. 

Q.—Who is the most innocent man in the world # 

A.—He who walks in the path of God and shuns 
that of the devil. 

Q.—Which is the path of God and which that of 
the devil ? 


A.—Virtue is the path of God and vice that of 
the devil. : 


Sao 


Fi 
in, 
i 


a ee Se 


mse ee 


fae ge 





CHILDISH JOYS. 
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Q.—What constitutes virtue and what vice ? 

A.—Good thoughts, good words and good deeds 
constitute virtue, and evil thoughts, evil words and 
evil deeds constitute vice. 

Q.—What constitute good thoughts, good words 
and good deeds, and evil thoughts, evil words and 
evil deeds ? 

A.—Honesty, charity and truthfulness constitute 
the former, and dishonesty, want of charity and false- 
hood constitute the latter. 

And now, the better to show you these Parsees, I 
tell you of two things I saw within a short time in 


Bombay, India. 


THE WORSHIPER. 


We started for Malabar Hill, on which. the wealthy 
classes have their embowered homes, and the Parsees 
their strange temple of the dead. As we rode along 
the water’s edge the sun was descending the sky, and 
a disciple of Zoroaster, a Parsee, was in lowly posture 
and with reverential gaze looking into the sky. He 
appeared to be worshiping the sun, as all Parsees are 
said to worship the fire. But the intelligent Parsee 
does not worship the fire. He looks upon the sun as 
the emblem of the warmth and light of the Creator. 
Looking at a blaze of light, whether on hearth, on 
mountain height or in the sky, he can more easily 
bring to mind the glory of God—at least so the 
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Parsees tell me. Indeed they are the pleasantest 
heathen I have met. They treat their wives as equals, 
while the Hindoos and Buddhists treat them as cattle, 
although the cattle and sheep and swine are better off 
than most of the women of India. 

This Parsee on the roadside on our way to Malabar 
Hill was the only one of that religion I have ever seen 
engaged in worship. Who knows, but that beyond 
the light of the sun on which he gazes, he may catch 
a glimpse of the God who is Light and “in whom 
there is no darkness at all?” 


THE TOWER OF SILENCE. 


We passed on up through gates into the garden 
that surrounds the place where the Parsees dispose of 
their dead. This garden was given by J amshidji 
Jijibhai, and is beautiful with flowers of all hues and 
foliage of all styles. There is on all sides great opu- 
lence of fern and cypress. The garden is 100 feet 
above the level of the sea. Not far from the entrance 
is a building where the mourners of the funeral pro- 
cession go in to pray. A light is here kept burning 
year in and year out. 

We ascend the garden by some eight stone steps. 
The body of a deceased aged woman was being carried 
in toward the chief “tower of silence.” There are 
five of these towers. Several of them have not been 
used for a long while. Four persons, whose business 
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it is to do this, carry the corpse. They are followed 
by two men with long beards. The tower of silence 
to which they come cost $159,000 and is 25 feet high 
and 276 feet around and without a roof. The four 
carriers of the dead and the two bearded men come 
to the door of the tower, enter and leave the dead. 
There are three rows of places for the dead—the outer 
row for the men, the middle row for the women, the 
inside row for the children. The lifeless bodies are 
left exposed as far down as the waist. As soon as 
the employees retire from the tower of silence the 
vultures, now one, now two, now many, Swoop upon the 
lifeless form. These vultures fill the air with their 
discordant voices. We saw them in long rows on the ~ 
top of the whitewashed wall of the tower of silence. 
In a few minutes they have taken the last particle 
of flesh from the bones. There had evidently been 
other opportunities for them that day, and some flew 
away, as though surfeited. They sometimes carry 
away with them parts of a body, and it is no unusual 
thing for the gentlemen in their country seats to have 
dropped into their dooryards a bone from the tower 
of silence. 

In the center of this tower is a well, into which 
the bones are thrown after they are bleached. The 
hot sun and the rainy season and charcoal do their 
work of disintegration and disinfection, and then 
there are sluices that carry into the sea what remains 


of the dead. The wealthy people of Malabar Hill 
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have made strenuous efforts to have these strange 
towers removed as a nuisance, but they remain, and 
will no doubt for ages remain. 


FOOD FOR VULTURES. 


I talked with a learned Parsee about these mortuary 
customs. He said: “I suppose you consider them 
very peculiar, but the fact is we Parsees reverence 
the elements of nature,and cannot consent to defile 
them. We reverence the fire, and therefore will not 
ask it to burn our dead. We reverence the water and 
do not ask it to submerge our dead. We reverence 
the earth and will not ask it to bury our dead. And 
so we let the vultures take them away.” He confirmed 
me in the theory that the Parsees act on the principle 
that the dead are unclean. No one must touch such 
a body. The carriers of this “ tomb of silence” must 
not put their hands on the form of the departed. They 
wear gloves lest they should be contaminated. When 
the bones are to be removed from the sides of the 
tower and put, in the well at the center, they are 
touched carefully by tongs. Then these people have 
very decided theories about the democracy of the 
tomb. No such thing as caste among the dead. 
Philosopher and boor, the affluent and the destitute, 
must go through the same “ tower of silence,” lie 
down side by side with other occupants, have their 
bodies dropped into the same abyss, and be carried out 
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through the same canal, and float away on the same 
sea. No splendor of Necropolis. No sculpturing of 
mausoleum. No pomp of dome or obelisk. Zoro- 
aster’s teaching resulted in these “towers of silence.” 

As I stood at the close of day in this garden on 
Malabar Hill and heard the flap of the vultures’ wings 
coming from their repast, the funeral custom of the 
Parsee seemed horrible beyond compare, and yet the 
dissolution of the human body by any mode is awful, 
and the beaks of these fowl are probably no more re- 
pulsive than the worms of the body devouring the 
sacred human form in cemeteries. Nothing but the 
resurrection day can undo the awful work of death, 
whether it now be put out of sight by cutting spade 
or flying wing. 


A PARSEE WEDDING. 


Starting homeward, we soon were in the heart of 
the city, and saw a building all aflash with lights and 
resounding with merry voices. It was a Parsee wed- 
ding, in a building erected especially for the marriage 
ceremony. We came to the door and proposed to go 
in, but at first were not permitted. They saw we were 
not Parsees, and that we were not even natives. So, 
very politely, they halted us on the doorsteps. Th*s 
temple of nuptials was chiefly occupied by women, 
their ears and necks and hands aflame with jewels, or 
imitations of jewels. By pantomime and gesture, as 


aA 


we had no use of their vocabulary, we told them wo 
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were strangers and were curious to see by what process 
~Parsees were married. Gradually we worked our way 
inside the door. The building and the surroundings 
were illumined by hundreds of candles in glasses and 
lanterns, in unique and grotesque holdings. Con- 
versation ran high, and laughter bubbled over, and all 
was gay. Then there was a sound of an advancing 
band of music, but the instruments for the most part 
were strange to our ears and eyes. Louder and 
louder were the outside voices and the wind and 
stringed instruments, until the procession halted at the 
door of the temple and the bridegroom mounted the 
steps. Then the music ceased, and all the voices were 
still. The mother of the bridegroom, with a platter 
loaded with aromatics and articles of food, confronted 
her son and began toaddress him. Then she took from 
the platter a bottle of perfume and sprinkled his face. 
All the while speaking in a droning tone, she took a 
handful of rice, throwing some of it on his head, spill- 
ing some of it on his shoulder, pouring some of it on 
his hands. She took a cocoanut and waved it about his 
head. She lifted a garland of flowers and threw it 
over his neck and a bouquet of flowers and put it 
im his hand. Her part of the ceremony completed, 
the band resumed its music, and through another door 
the bridegroom was conducted into the center of the 
buildmg. The bride was in the room, but there was 
nothing to designate her. 


“Where is the bride?” Iasked. After awhile she 
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was made evident. The bride and groom were 
seated on chairs opposite each other. A white curtain 
was dropped between them so that they could not see 
each other. Then the attendants put their arms under 
this curtain, took a long rope of linen and wound it 
around the neck of the bride and the groom in token 
that they were to be bound together for life. Then 
some silk strings were wound around the couple, now 
around this one and now around that. Then the 
groom threw a handful of rice across the curtain on the 
head of the bride, and the bride responded by throwing 
a handful of rice across the curtain on the head of the 
groom. Thereupon the curtain dropped, and the bride’s 
chair was removed and put beside that of the groom. 
Then a priest of the Parsee religion arose and faced the 
couple. Before the priest was placed a platter of rice. 
He began to address the young man and woman. We 
could not hear a word, but we understood just as well 
as if we had heard. Ever and anon he punctuated 
his ceremony by a handful of rice, which he picked up 
from the platter and flung now toward the groom and 
now toward the bride. We wanted to hear the con- 
clusion, but were told that the ceremony would go on 
for a long while, indeed that it would not conclude 
until two o’clock in the morning, and this was only be- 
tween seven and eight o’clock in the evening. There 
would be a recess after awhile in the ceremony, but it 
would be taken up again in earnest at half-past twelve. 
We enjoyed what we had seen, but felt incapacitated 
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for six more hours of wedding ceremony. Silently 
wishing the couple a happy life in each other's com- 
panionship, we pressed our way through the throng of 
congratulatory Parsees. All of them seeming bright 
and appreciative of the occasion. The streets outside 
joyously sympathized with the transactions inside. 


HINDOO CUSTOMS. 


We rode on toward our hotel, wishing that marriage 
in all India might be as much honored as in the cere- 
mony we had that evening witnessed at the Parsee 
wedding. The Hindoo women are not so married. 
They are simply cursed into the conjugal relation. 
Many of the girls are married at seven and ten years 
of age, and some of them are grandmothers at thirty. 
‘They can never go forth into the sunlight with their 
faces uncovered. They must stayat home. All styles 
of maltreatment are theirs. If they become Chris- 
tians, they become outcasts. A missionary told me 
in India of a Hindoo woman who became a Christian. 
She had nine children. Her husband was over seventy 
years of age. And yet at her Christian baptism he 
told her to go, and she went out homeless. As long 
as woman is down India will be down. No nation 
was ever elevated except through the elevation of wo- 
man. Parsee marriage is an improvement on Hindoo 
marriage, but Christian marriage is an improvement 
on Parsee marriage. 
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A fellow-traveler in India told me he had been 
writing to his home in England trying to get a law 
passed that no white woman could be legally married 
im India until she had been there six months. Ad- 
mirable law would that be! Ifa white woman saw 
what married life with a Hindoo is, she would never 
undertake it. Off with the thick and ugly veil from 
woman’s face! Off with the crushing burdens from 
her shoulder! Nothing butthe gospel of Jesus Christ 
will ever make life in India what it ought to be. 

But what an afternoon of contrast in Bombay we 
experienced! From the temple of silence to the temple 
off hilarity. From the vultures to the doves. From 
mourning to laughter. From gathering shadows to 
gleaming lights. From obsequies to wedding. But how 
~ much of all our lives is made up of such opposites! 
I have carried in the same pocket and read from them 
in the same hour the liturgy of the dead and the cere- 
mony of espousals. And so the tear meets the smile, 
and the dove meets the vulture. 

Thus I have set before you the best of all the relig- 
ions of the heathen world, and I have done so in 
order that you might come to higher appreciation of 
the glorious religion which has put its benediction 
over us and over Christendom. 


A COMPARISON. 


Compare the absurdities and mummeries of heathen - 
marriage with the plain “I will” of Christian marriage, 
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the hands joined in pledge “ till death do you part.” 
Compare the doctrine that the dead may not be touched 
with as sacred and tender and loving a kiss as ever 
given, the last kiss of lips that never will speak to us. 
Compare the narrow bridge Chinvat over which the 
departing Parsee soul must tremblingly cross to the 
wide-open gate of heaven, through which the depart- 
ing Christian soul may triumphantly enter. Compare 
the twenty-one books of the Zend Avesta of the Parsee, 
which even the scholars of the earth despair of under- 
standing, with our Bible, so much of it as is necessary for 
our salvation in language so plain that “a wayfaring 
man, though a fool, need not err therein.” Compare the 
“tower of silence,” with its vultures, at Bombay, with 
the Greenwood of Brooklyn, with its sculptured angels 
of resurrection. And bow yourselves in thanksgiving 
and prayer as you realize that if at the battles of Mar- 
athon and Salamis, Persia had triumphed over Greece 
instead of Greece triumphing over Persia, Parsee- 
ism, which was the national religion of Persia, might 
have covered the earth, and you and I, instead of sit- 
ting in the noon-day light of our glorious Christianity, 
might have been groping in the depressing shadows 
of Parseeism, a religion as inferior to that which is 
our inspiration in life and our hope in death, as Zo- 
roaster of Persia was inferior to our radiant and 
superhuman Christ, to whom be honor and glory and 
dominion and victory and song, world without end. 
Amen. 


BURNING THE DEAD. 
THE HINDOO CREED. 


No COMPARISON BETWEEN HEATHEN BELIEFS AND THE CHRISTIAN 
FaitH—A City oF IDOLATERS—INDIA’S RELIGIOUS STRONGHOLD 
BEING UNDERMINED BY EFFORTS OF MISSIONARIES. 


‘They have hands, but they handle not ; feet have they, but they 
walk not; neither speak they through their throat. They that 
make them are like unto them,”—Psalm cxv. 7, 8. 


Tue life of the missionary is a luxurious and indo- 
lent life. Hindooism is a religion that ought not to 
be interfered with. Christianity is guilty of an im- 
pertinence when it invades heathendom. You must 
put in the same line of reverence Brahma, Buddha, 
Mohammed and Christ. To refute these slanders 
and blasphemies now so prevalent, and to spread out 
before the Christian world the contrast between idol- 
atrous and Christian countries, I preach this third 
sermon in my round-the-world series. 

In this discourse I take you to the very headquarters 
of heathendom, to the very capital of Hindooism, for 
what Mecca is to the Mohammedan, and what Jerusa- 
lem is to the Christian, Benares, India, is to the Hin- 
doo. We arrived there in the evening, and the next 


morning we started out early, among other shines to 
22 
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see the burning of the dead. We saw it, cremation, 
not as many good people in America and England are 
now advocating it—namely, the burning of the dead 
in clean and orderly and refined crematory, the hot 
furnace soon reducing the human form to a powder 
to be carefully preserved in an urn—but cremation as 
the Hindoos practice it. 

We got into a boat and were rowed down the river 
Ganges, until we came opposite to where five dead 
bodies lay, four of them women wrapped in red gar- 
ments, and a man wrapped in white. Our boat fastened, 
we waited and watched. High piles of wood were on 
the bank, and this wood is carefully weighed on large 
scales, according as the friends of the deceased can 
afford to pay for it. In many cases only a few sticks 
can be afforded, and the dead body is burned only a 
little and then thrown into the Ganges. But where 
the relatives of the deceased are well-to-do, an abun- 
dance of wood in pieces four or five feet long is pur- 
chased. ‘Two or three layers of sticks are then put on 
the ground to receive the dead form. Small pieces of 
sandalwood are inserted to produce fragrance. The. 
deceased is lifted from the resting-place and put upon 
this wood. Then the cover is removed from the face 
of the corpse, and it is bathed with water of the Ganges. 
Then several more layers of wood are put upon the 
body, and other sticks are placed on both sides of 
it, but the head and feet are left exposed. Then a 
quantity of grease sufficient to make everything in- 
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flammable, is put on the wood and into the mouth of 
the dead. Then one of the richest men in Benares, his 
fortune made in this way, furnishes the fire, and after 
the priest has mumbled a few words, the eldest son 
walks three times around the sacred pile and then ap- 
plies the torch, and the fire blazes up, and in a short 
time the body has become the ashes which the relatives 
throw into the Ganges. 


THE SACRED RIVER. 


We saw floating past us on the Ganges the body of 
a child which had been only partly burned, because the 
parents could not afford enough wood. While we 
watched the floating form of the child, a crow alighted 
upon it. In the meantime hundreds of Hindoos were 
bathing in the river, dipping their heads, fillmg their 
mouths, supplying their brass cups, muttering words 
of so-called prayer. Such a mingling of superstition 
and loathsomeness and inhumanity I had never before 
seen. The Ganges is to the Hindoo the best river of 
all the earth, but to me it is the vilest stream that ever 
rolled its stench in horror to the sea. I looked all 
along the banks for the mourners for the dead. 

J saw in two of the cities nine cremations, but in no 
case a sad look ora tear. I said to friends: “ How 
is this ? have the living no grief for the dead?” I 
found that the women do not come forth on such oc- 
casions, but that does not account for the absence of 
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all signs of grief. There is another reason more po- 
tent. Men do not see the faces of their wives until 
after marriage. They take them on recommendation. 
Marriages thus formed, of course, have not much affec- 
tion in them. Women are married at seven and ten 
years of age and are grandmothers at thirty. Such 
unwisely formed family associations do not imply much 
ardor of love. The family so poorly put together— 
who wonders that it is easily taken apart? And so I 
account for the absence of all signs of grief at the 
cremation of the Hindoos. 

Benares is the capital of Hindooism and Buddies 
but Hindooism has trampled out Buddhism, the hoof of 
the one monster on the grizzly neck of the other mon- 
ster. It is also the capital of filth, and the capital of 
mal-odors, and the capital of indecency. The Hin- 
doos say they have 300,000,000 gods. Benares be- 
ing the headquarters of these deities, you will not be 
surprised to find that the making of gods is a _profit- 
able business. Here there are carpenters making 
wooden gods, and brass-workers making brass gods, 
and sculptors making stone gods, and potters making 
clay gods. Although much is said about the carving 
on the temples of this city, everything is so vile that 
there is not much room left for the esthetic. The 
devotees enter the temples nineteenth-twentieths un- 
clothed and depart begging. All that Hindooism can 
do for a man or woman it does here. Notwithstand- 
ing all that may have been said in its favor at the 
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Parliament of Religions in Chicago, it makes man a 
brute and woman the lowest type of slave. I would 
rather be a horse, or a cow, or a dog in India than be 
a woman. ‘The greatest disaster that can happen to 
a Hindoo is that he was born at all. 


CITY OF ILLUSIONS. 


Benares is imposing in the distance—you look at it 
from the other side of the Ganges. The forty-seven 
ghats or flights of stone steps, reaching from the 
water edge to the buildings, high up on the banks, 
mark a place for the ascent and descent of the sub- 
limities. The eye is lostin the bewilderment of tombs, 
shrines, minarets, palaces and temples. It is the glori- 
fication of steps, the triumphs of stairways. But 
looked at close by, the temples, though large and ex- 
pensive, are anything but attractive. The seeming 
gold, in many cases, turns out to be brass. The pre- 
cious stones in the wall turn out to be paint. The 
marble is stucco. The slippery and disgusting steps 
lead you to images of horrible visage, and the flowers 
put upon the altar have their fragrance submerged by 
that which is the opposite of aromatics. 

After you have seen the ghats, the two great things 
in Benares that you must see are the Golden and 
Monkey temples. About the vast Golden Temple 
there is not as much gold as would make an English 
sovereign. The air itself is asphyxiated. Here we 
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see men making gods out of mud, and then putting 
their hands together in worship of that which they 
have made. Sacred cows walk up and down the tem- 
ple. Here stood a fakir, with a right arm uplifted, 
and for so long a time that he could not take it down, 
and the nails of the hand had grown until they looked 
like serpents winding in and around the palm. 

The god of the Golden Temple is Siva, or the pot- 
son god. Devils wait upon him. He is the god of 
war, of famine, of pestilence. He is the destroyer. 
He has around his neck a string of skulls. Before 
him bow men whose hair never knew a comb. They 
eat carrion and that which is worse. Bells and drums 
here set up a racket. Pilgrims come from hundreds 
of miles away, spending their last piece of money, and 
exhausting their last item of strength, in order to 
reach this Golden Temple, glad to die in or near it, 
and have the ashes of their bodies thrown into the 
Ganges. 


THE MONKEY TEMPLE. 


We took a carriage and went still farther on to see 
the Monkey Temple, so called because in and around 
the building monkeys abound and are kept as sacred. 
All evolutionists should visit this temple devoted to 
the family from which their ancestors came. These 
monkeys chatter and wink and climb and look wise 
and look silly and have full possession of the place. 
We were asked at the entrance of the Monkey Temple 
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to take off our shoes, because of the sacredness of the 
place, but a small contribution placed in the hands of 
an attendant resulted in a permission to enter with 
our shoes on. As the Golden Temple is dedicated to 
- Siva, the poison god, this Monkey Temple is dedicated 
to Siva’s wife, a deitess that must be propitiated, or 
she will disease and blast and destroy. For centuries 
this spitfire has been worshiped. She is the goddess 
of scold and slap and termagancy. She is supposed 
to be a supernatural Xantippe; hence to her are 
brought flowers and rice, and here and there the 
flowers are spattered with the blood of goats slain in 
sacrifice. 

As we walk to-day through this Monkey Temple, we 
must not hit or tease or hurt one of them. Two 
Englishmen years ago lost their lives by the maltreat- 
ment of a monkey. Passing along one of these In- 
dian streets, a monkey did not soon enough get out of 
the way, and one of these Englishmen struck it with 
his cane. Immediately the people and the priests 
gathered around these strangers, and the public wrath 
increased until the two Englishmen were pounded to 
death for having struck a monkey. No land in all the 
world so reveres the monkey as India, as no other 
land has a temple called after it. 

One of the rajahs of India spent 100,000 rupees in 
the marriage of two monkeys. A nuptial procession 
was formed in which moved camels, elephants, tigers, 
cattle and palanquins of richly dressed people. Bands 
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of music sounded the wedding-march. Dancing par- 
ties kept the night sleepless. It was twelve days be- 
fore the monkey and monkeyess were free from their. 
round of gay attentions. In no place but India could 
such a carnival have occurred. But, after all, while 
we cannot approve of the Monkey Temple, the mon- 
key is sacred to hilarity. I defy any one to watch 
a monkey one minute without laughter. Why was 
this creature made? For the world’s amusement. 
But it implies a low form of Hindooism when this 
embodied mimicry of the human race is lifted into 
worship. 


AN OBLIGING FAKIR. 


In one of the cities, for the first time in my life, I 
had an opportunity of talking witha fakir or a Hindoo 
who has renounced the world and lives on alms. He 
sat under a rough covering ona platform of brick. 
He was covered with the ashes of the dead, and was at 
the time rubbing more of those ashes upon his arms 
and legs. He understood and spoke English. I said 
to him, “How long have you been seated here?” 
He replied, “Fifteen years.” “Have those idols 
which I see power to help or destroy?” He said, “No; 
they only represent God. There is but one God.” 

Question.—When people die, where do they go to? 

Answer.—That depends upon what they have been 
doing. If they have been doing good, to heaven 3 "ak 
they have been doing evil, to hell. 


GEMS OF RELIGIOUS THOUGHT. 233 


Q.—But do you not believe in the transmigration 
of souls, and that after death we go into birds or 
animals of some sort ? 

A.—Yes; the last creature a man is thinking of 
while dying is the one into which he will go. If he 
is thinking of a bird, he will go into a bird, and if 
he is thinking of a cow he will go into a cow. 

Q.—I thought you said that at death the soul goes 
to heaven or hell ? 

A.—He goes there by a gradual process. It may 
take him years and years. 

Q.—Can any one become a Hindoo? Could I be- 
come a Hindoo ? 

A.—Yes, you could. 

Q.—How could I become a Hindoo ? 

A.—By doing as the Hindoos do. 

But as | Lsieen upon the poor, filthy wretch, be- 
daubing himseif with the ashes of the dead, I thought 
the last thing on earth I would want to become would 
be a Hindoo. I expressed to a missionary who over- 
heard the conversation between the fakir and myself 
my amazement at some of the doctrines the fakir an- 
nounced. The missionary said, ‘The fakirs are very 
accommodating, and supposing you to be a friend of 
Christianity he announced the theory of one God, and 
that of rewards and punishments.” 

There are, however, alleviations for Benares. I 
attended worship in one of the Christian missions. 
The sermon, though delivered in Hindoostanee, of 
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which I could not understand a word, thrilled me w-th 
its earnestness and tenderness of tone, especially when 
the missionary told me at the close of the service that 
he recently baptized a man who was converted through 
reading one of my sermons among the hills of India. 
The songs of the two Christian assemblages I visited 
in this city, although the tunes were new, and the 
sentiments not translated, were uplifting and inspiring 
to the last degree. There was also a school of 600 
native girls, an institution established by a rajah of 
generosity and wealth, a graduate of Madras univer- 
sity. But, more than all, the missionaries are busy, 
some of them preaching on the ghats, some of them 
in churches, in chapels and bazaars. The London 
Missionary society has here its college for young men, 
and its schools for children, and its houses of worship 
for all, The Church Missionary society has its eight 
schools, all filled with learners. The evangelizing 
work of the Wesleyans and the Baptists is felt in all 
parts of Benares. In its mightiest. stronghold Hindoo- 
ism is being: assaulted. 


MALIGNED MISSIONARIES. 


And now as to the industrious malignment of mis- 
sionaries: It has been said by some travelers, after 
their return to America or England, that the mission- 
aries are living a life full of indolence and luxury. That 
is a falsehood that I would say is as high as heaven, if 
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it did not go down in the opposite direction. When 
strangers come into these tropical climates, the mis- 
sionaries do them best to entertain them, making sac- 
rifices for that purpose. In the city of Benares a mis- 
sionary told me that, a gentleman coming from Eng- 
land into one of the mission stations of India, the 
missionaries banded together to entertainhim. Among 
other things they had a ham boiled, prepared and 
beautifully decorated, and the same ham was passed 
around from house to house as this stranger appeared, 
and in other respects a conspiracy of kindness was 
effected. The visitor went home to England and wrote 
and spoke of the luxury in which the missionaries of 
India were living. 

Americans and Englishmen come to these tropical 
regions and find a missionary living under palms and 
with different styles of fruits on his table, and forget 
that palms are here as cheap as hickory or pine in 
America, and rich fruits as cheap as plain apples. 
They find here missionaries sleeping under punkas, 
these fans swung day and night by coolies, and for- 
get that four cents a day is good wages here, and the 
man finds himself. Four cents a day for a coachman— 
a missionary can afford to ride. There have been 
missionaries who have come to these hot climates re- 
solving to live as the natives live, and one or two years 
have finished their work, their chief use, on missionary 
ground, being that of furnishing for a large funeral 
the chief object of interest. So far from living in 
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idleness, no men on earth work so hard as the mission- 
aries now in the foreign field. Against fearful odds 
and with 3,000,000 of Christians opposed to 
250,000,000 of Hindoos, Mohammedans and other 
false religions, these missionaries are trying to take 
India for God. Let the good people of America, and 
England, and Scotland, and all Christendom, add 993 
per cent. to their appreciation of the fidelity and con- 
secration of foreign missionaries. Far away from 
home, in an exhausting climate, and compelled to send. 
their children to England, Scotland or America so as 
to escape the corrupt conversation and behavior of 
the natives, these men and women of God toil on 
until they drop into their graves. But they will get 
their chief appreciation when their work is over and 
the day is won, as it will be won. No place in heaven 
will be too good for them. Some of the ministers 
at home who live on salaries of four thousand dollars 
or five thousand dollars a year, preaching the gospel of 
Him who had not where to lay His head, will enter 
Heaven and be welcomed, and while looking for a 
place to sit down they will be told: “ Yonder in that 
lower line of thrones you will take your places, not on 
the thrones nearest the King. They are reserved for 
the missionaries.” 


SPREAD OF CHRISTIANITY. 


Meanwhile let all Christendom be thrilled with glad- 
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ness. About 25,000 converts in India every year 
under the Methodist missions, and about 25,000 con- 
verts under the Baptist missions, and about 75,000 
converts under all missions every year! But, more 
than that, Christianity is undermining heathenism, and 
not a city, or town, or neighborhood of India, but di- 
rectly or indirectly feels the influence, and the time 
speeds on when Hindooism will go down with a crash. 
There are whole villages which have given up their 
gods, and where not an idol is left. The serfdom of 
womanhood in many places is being unloosened, and 
the iron grip of caste is being relaxed. Human sac- 
rifices have ceased, and the last spark of the funeral 
pyre on which the widow must leap has been extin- 
guished, and the Juggernaut, stopped, now stands as 
a curiosity for travelers to look at. All India will be 
taken for Christ. If any one has any disheartenments, 
let him keep them as his own private property. But 
if any man has any encouragements to utter let him 
utter them. What we want in the church and the 
world is less croaking owls of the night and more 
morning larks, with spread wing ready to meet the 
advancing day. Fold up “Naomi” and “ Windham ” 
and give us “ Ariel” or “ Mount Pisgah ” or “ Coro- 
nation.” I had the joy of preaching in many of the 
cities of India and seeing the dusky faces of the na- 
tives illumined with heavenly anticipations. In Cal- 
cutta, while the congregation were yet seated, I took 
my departure for a railroad train. I preached by the 
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watch up to the last minute. A swift carriage 
orought me to the station not more than half a minute 
before starting. I came nearer to missing the train 
than I hope any one of us will come to missing 


heaven. 
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THE LOOKING-GLASS. 
LESSONS FROM THE JEWISH TABERNACLE. 


THE DOCTRINE OF MAN’S NEED OF A REDEEMER IS REFERRED TO IN 
EVERY PART OF THE OLD TESTAMENT AS WELL AS THE NEW. 


** And he made the laver of brass, and the foot of it was of brass, Of 
the looking-glasses of the women assembling.” —Exodus xxxviii. 8. 


We often hear about the gospel in John, and the 
gospel in Luke, and the gospel in Matthew, but there 
is Just as surely a gospel of Moses, and a gospel of 
Jeremiah, and a gospel of David. In other words, 
Christ is as certainly to be found in the Old Testament — 
as in the New. 

When the Israelites were marching through the 
wilderness, they carried their church withthem. They 
called it the tabernacle. It was a pitched tent, very 
costly, very beautiful. The framework was made of 
forty-eight boards of acacia wood set in sockets of 
silver. The curtains of the place were purple and 
scarlet and blue and fine linen, and were hung with 
most artistic loops. The candlestick of that tabernacle 
had shaft and branch and bowl of solid gold, and the 
figures of cherubim that stood there had wings of 
gold, and there were lamps of gold, and snuffers of 
gold, and tongs of golds, and rings of Boies that 
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skepticism has sometimes asked, Where did all that 
precious material come from? It is not my place to 
furnish the precious stones. It is only to tell that they 
were there. 


THE LAVER OF CLEANSING. 


I wish now more especially to speak of the laver 
that was built in the midst of that ancient tabernacle. 
It was a great basin from which the priests washed their 
hands and feet. The water came down from the basin 
in spouts and passed away after the cleansing. This 
laver or basin was made out of the looking-glasses of 
the women who had frequented the tabernacle, and 
who had made these their contribution to the furniture. 
These looking-glasses were not made of glass, but 
they were brazen. The brass was of a very superior 
quality and polished until it reflected easily the feat- 
ures of those who looked into it, so that this laver of 
looking-glasses, spoken of in my text, did double work. 
Tt not only furnished the water in which the priests 
washed themselves, but it also, on its shining, polished 
surface, pointed out the spots of pollution on the face 
which needed ablution. Now, my Christian friends, 
as everything in that ancient tabernacle was suggestive 
of religious truth, and for the most part positively 
symbolical of truth, I shall take that laver of looking- 
glasses spoken of in the text as all suggestive of ‘the 
gospel, which first shows us our sins asin a-mirror and 
then washes them away by divine ablution. 
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THE MIRROR OF TRUTH. 


I have to say that this is the only looking-glass in 
which a man can see himself as heis. There are some 
mirrors that flatter the features and make you look 
better than you are. Then there are other mirrors 
that distort your features and make you look worse 
than you are, but I want to tell you that this looking- 
glass of the gospel shows a man just as he is. When 
the priests entered the ancient tabernacle, one glance 
at the burnished side of this laver showed them their 
need of cleansing. So this gospel shzws the soul its 
need of divine washing. “ All have sinned and come 
short of the glory of God.” That is one showing. 
“ All we, like sheep, have gone astray.” That is an- 
other showing. “ From the crown of the head to the 
sole of the foot, there is no health in us.” That is 
another showing. The world calls these defects, im- 
perfections, or eccentricities, or erratic behavior, or 
“ wild oats,” or “high living,” but the gospel calls 
them. sin, transgression, filth—the abominable thing 
that God hates. It was just one glance at that mirror 
that made Paul cry out, “Oh, wretched man that I 
am, who shall deliver me from the body of this death?” 
and that made David cry out, “ Purge me with hyssop, 
and I shall be clean,” and that made Martin Luther ery 
out, “Oh, my sins, my sins!” I am not talking about 
bad habits. You and I do not need any Bible to tell 
us that bad habits are wrong, that blasphemy and evil- 
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speaking are wrong. But I am talking of a sinful 
nature, the source of all bad thoughts as well as of all 
bad actions. The Apostle Paul calls their roll in the 
first chapter of Romans. They area regiment of death 
encamping around every heart, holding it in a tyranny 
from which nothing but the grace of God can deliver 
it. 
THE DEADLY SIN. 


Here, for instance, is ingratitude. Who has not 
been guilty of that sin? If a man hand us a glass of 
water we say, “ Thank you,” but forthe ten thousand 
mercies that we are every day receiving from the hand 
of God how little expression of gratitude —for thirst 
slaked, for hunger fed, for shelter, and sunshine, and 
sound sleep, and clothes to wear, how little thanks! I 
suppose there are men fifty years of age who have 
never yet been down on their knees in thanksgiving 
to God for His goodness. Besides that ingratitude of 
our hearts there is pride—who has not felt it ?—pride 
that will not submit to God; that wants its own way 
—a nature that prefers wrong sometimes instead of 
right; that prefers to wallow instead of rise ipsa tt 
do not care what you call that. Iam not going to 
quarrel with any theologian or any man who makes 
any pretensions to theology. I do not care whether 
you call it “total depravity” or something else. I 
simply make the announcement of God’s Word, affirmed 
and confirmed by the experience of hundreds of Chris- 
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tian people. The imagination of the heart of man is 
evil from youth. “There is none that doeth good— 
no, not one.” We have a bad nature. We were 
born with it. We got it from our parents. They 
got it from their parents. Our thoughts are wrong, 
our action is wrong, our whole life is obnoxious 
to God before conversion, and after conversion not 
one good thing in us but that which the grace of 
God has planted and fostered. “Well,” you say, 
“T can’t believe that to beso.” Ah, my dear brother, 
that is because you have never looked into this laver 


of looking-glasses. 


IT IS FULL OF EVIL. 


If you could catch a glimpse of your natural heart 
before God, you would cry out in amazement and 
alarm. The very first thing this gospel does 1s to cut 
down our pride and self-sufficiency. Ifa man does 
not feel his lost and ruined condition before God, he 
does not want any gospel. I think the reason that 
there are so few conversions in this day is because the 
tendency of the preaching is to make men_ believe 
that they are pretty good anyhow—quite clever, only 
wanting a little fixing up, a few touches of divine 
grace, and then you will be all right—instead of pro- 
claiming the broad, deep truth that Payson and 
Whitefield thundered to a race trembling on the verge 
of infinite and eternal disaster. “Now,” says some 
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one, “can this really be true? Have we all gone 
astray? Is there no good in us?” In Hampton 
Court I saw a room where the four walls were covered 
with looking-glasses and it made no difference which 
way you looked you saw yourself. And so it is in this 
gospel of Christ. If you once step within its full pre- 
cincts, you will find your whole character reflected, 
every feature of moral deformity, every spot of moral 
taint. If I understand the Word of God, its first an- 
nouncement is that we are lost. 1 care not, my brother, 
how magnificently you.may have been born, or what 
may have been your heritage or ancestry, you are lost 
by reason of sin. “ But,” you say, “ what is the use 
of all this—of showing a man’s faults when he can’t 
get rid of them?” None! “ What was the use of 
that burnished surface to this laver of looking-glasses . 
spoken of in the text, if it only showed the spots on 
the countenance and the need of washing, and there 
was nothing to wash with?” Glory be to God, I find 
that this laver of looking-glasses was filled with fresh 
water every morning, and the priest no sooner looked 
on its burnished side and saw his need of cleansing 
than he washed and was clean—glorious type of the 
gospel of my Lord Jesus, that first shows a man his 
sin and then washes it all away ! 


THE DAILY NEED. 


I want you to notice that this laver in which the 
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priest washed—the laver of looking-glasses——was filled 
with fresh water every morning. The servants of the 
tabernacle brought the water in buckets and poured 
it into this laver. So it is with the gospel of Jesus 
Christ. It has a fresh salvation every day. It is not 
a stagnant pool filled with accumulated corruptions. 
It is living water, which is brought from the eternal 
rock to wash away the sins of yesterday, of one mo- 
mentago. “Oh,” says someone, “I was a Christian 
twenty years ago!” That does not mean anything 
tome. What are you now? Weare nottalking, my 
brother, about pardon ten years ago, but about pardon 
now, a fresh salvation. Suppose a time of war should 
come, and I could show the government that I had 
been loyal to it twelve years ago, would that excuse 
me from taking an oath of allegiance now? Suppose 
you ask me about my physical health, and I should 
say I was well fifteen years ago, that does not say how 
Iam now. The gospel of Jesus Christ comes and 
demands present allegiance, present fealty, present 
moral health, and yet how many Christians there are 
seeking to live entirely in past experience, who seem 
to have no experience of present mercy and pardon! 
When I was on the sea, and there came up a great 
storm, and officers and crew and passengers all thought 
we must go down, I began to think of my life insur- 
ance, and whether, if I were taken away, my family 
would be cared for, and then I thought, Is the pre- 
mium paid up? and I said, Yes. Then I felt com- 
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fortable. Yet there are men who, in religious matters, 
are looking back to past insurance. They have let it 
run out, and they have nothing for the present, no 
hope nor pardon, falling back on the old insurance 
policy of ten, twenty, thirty years ago. 

If I want to find out how a friend feels toward me, 
do I go to the drawer and find seme old yellow letters 
written to me ten or twelve years ago? No. I go to 
the letter that was stamped the day before yesterday 
in the postoffice, and I find how he feels toward me. 
It is not in regard to old communications we had with 
Jesus Christ. It is communications we have now. 
Are we not in sympathy with Him this morning, and 
is He not in sympathy with us? Do not spend so 
much of your time in hunting in the wardrobe for the 
old, worn-out shoes of Christian profession. Come 
this morning and take the glittering robe of Christ’s 
righteousness from the Saviour’s hand. You say you 
were plunged in the fountain of the Saviour’s merey a 
quarter of a century ago. That is nothing to me. I 
toll you to wash now in this laver of looking-glasses 
and have your soul made clean. 


MADE WHOLLY CLEAN. 


I notice also in regard to this laver of looking- 
glasses spoken of in the text that the priests always 
washed both hands and feet. The water came down in 


spouts, so that, without leaving any filth in the basin, 
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the priests washed both hands and feet. So the gospel 
of Jesus Christ must touch the very extremities of our 
moral nature. A man cannot fence off a small part 
of his soul and say, “Now, this is to be a garden in 
which I will have all the fruits and flowers of Chris- 
tian character, while outside it shall be the devil’s 
commons.” No, no. It will be all garden or none. 
Tsometimes hear people say, “ He isa very good man, 
except in politics.” Then he is not a good man. 

A religion that will not take a man through an 
autumn election will not be worth anything to him in 
June, July and August. They say he is a useful sort 
of a man, but he overreaches in a bargain. I deny 
the statement. If he is a Christian anywhere, he 
will be in his business. It is very easy to be good in 
the prayer-meeting, with surroundings kindly and 
blessed, but not so easy to be a Christian behind the 
counter, when by one skillful twitch of the goods you 
ean hide a flaw in the silk so that the customer can- 
not see it. It is very easy to be a Christian with a 
psalm-book in your hand and a Bible in your lap, but 
not so easy when you can go into a shop and falsely 
tell the merchant you can get those goods at a cheaper 
rate in another store, so that he will sell them to you 
cheaper than he can afford to sell them. The fact is 
the religion of Christ is all-pervasive. If you rent a 
house, you expect full possession of it. You say: 
“Where are the keys of those rooms? If I pay for 
this whole house, I want possession of those rooms.” 
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And the grace of God, when it comes to a soul, takes 
full possession of a man or goes away and takes no 
possession. It will ransack every room in the heart, 
every room in the life, from cellar to attic, touching 
the varying extremities of his nature. The priests 
washed hands and feet. 


THERE IS A CHANCE FOR ALL. 


T remark, further, that this laver of looking-glasses 
spoken of in the text was a very large laver. I always 
thought, from the fact that so many washed there, and 
also from the fact that Solomon afterward, when he 
copied that laver in the temple, built it on a very large 
scale, and so suggestive of the gospel of Jesus Christ 
and salvation by Him—vast in its provisions. The 
whole world may come and wash in this laver and be 
clean. 

When our civil war had passed, the government of 
the United States made proclamation of pardon to the 
common soldiery in the Confederate army, but not to 
_ the chief soldiers. The gospel of Christ does not act 
in that way. It says pardon for all, but especially for 
the chief of sinners. I do not now think of a single 
passage that says a small sinner may be saved, but I 
do think of passages that say a great sinner may be 
saved. If there be sins only faintly hued, just a little 
tinged, so faintly colored that you can hardly see them, 
there is no special pardon promised in the Bible for 
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those sins ; but if they be glaring, red like crimson, then 
they shall beassnow. Now, my brother, I do not state 
this to put a premium upon great iniquity. I merely 
say this to encourage that man, whoever he is, who 
feels he is so far gone from God that there is no 
mercy for him. I want to tell him there is a good 
chance. Why, Paul was a murderer. He assisted at 
the execution of Stephen, and yet Paul was. saved. 
The dying thief did everything bad. The dying thief 
was saved. Richard Baxter swore dreadfully, but the 
grace of God met him, and he was saved. 


WASH AND BE CLEAN. 


Tt is a vast laver. Go and tell everybody to come 
and wash in it. Let them come up from the peniten- 
tiaries and wash away their crimes. Let them come 
up from the almshouses and wash away their poverty. 
Let them come up from their graves and wash away 
their death. If there be any one so worn out in sin 
that he cannot get up to the laver, you will take hold 
of his head and put your arms around him, and I will 
take hold of his feet, and we will plunge him in this 
glorious Bethesda, the vast laver of God’s mercy and 
salvation. In Solomon’s Temple there were ten lavers 
and one molten sea—this great reservoir in the midst 
of the temple filled with water—these lavers and this 
molten sea adorned with figures of palm-branches, 
oxen, lions and cherubim. This fountain of God’s 
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mercy is a vaster molten sea than that. It is adorned 
not with palm-branches, but with the wood of the 
cross ; not with cherubim, but with the wings of the 
Holy Ghost, and around its great rim all the race may 
come and wash in the molten sea. I was reading the 
other day of Alexander the Great, who, when he was 
very thirsty and standing at the head of his army, - 
had brought to him a cup of water. He looked off 
upon his host and said, “T cannot drink this; my men 
are all thirsty,” and he dashed it to the ground. 
Blessed be God, there is enough water for all the host 
—enough for captains and host! “ Whosoever will 
may come and take of the water of life freely,” a laver 
broad as the earth, high as the heavens and deep as 


hell. 


IT IS CLEANSING OR DEATH. 


But I notice also, in regard to this laver of looking- 
glasses spoken of in the text, that the washing in it 
was imperative and not optional. When the priests 
came into the Tabernacle you will find this in the 
thirtieth chapter of Exodus, God tells them that they. 
must wash in that laver or die. The priest might 
have said: “Can’t I wash elsewhere? Iwashed in the 
laver at home, and now you want me to wash here.” 
God says: “No matter whether or not you have 
washed before. Wash in this laver or die.” “ But,” 
says the priest, “there is water just as clean as this. 
Why won't that do?” “ Wash here,” says God, “or 
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die.” So it is with the gospel of Christ. It is imper- 
ative. There is only this alternative—keep our sins 
and perish, or wash them away and live. But, says 
some one, “ Why could not God have made more ways 
~ to heaven than one?” Ido not know, but He could 
have made half a dozen. I know He made but one. 
You say, “ Why not have a long line of boats running 
from here to heaven?” I cannot say, but I simply 
know that there is only one boat. You say, “ Are 
there not trees as luxuriant as that on Calvary, more 
luxuriant, for that had neither buds nor blossoms ; it 
was stripped and barked?” Yes, yes, there have been 
taller trees, and more luxuriant, but the only path to 
heaven is under that one tree. Instead of quarreling 
because there are not more ways, let us be thankful 
to God there is one, one Name given unto men where- 
by we can be saved, one laver in which all the world 
may wash. So you see what a radiant gospel this is 
I preach. I do not know how aman can stand stolidly 
and present it, for it is such an exhilarant gospel. It 
is not a mere whim or caprice. Itis life or death. It 
is heaven or hell. You come before your child, and 
you have a present in your hand. You put your 
hands behind your back and say: “ Which hand will 
you take? In one hand there is a treasure; in the 
other there is not.” The child blindly chooses. But 
God our Father does not do that way with us. He 
spreads out both hands and says: “Now this shall be 
very plain. In that hand are pardon, peace, life, and 
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the treasures of heaven. In that hand are punishment, 
sorrow and woe. Choose, choose for yourselves ! ” 
“ He that believeth and is baptized shall be saved, but 
he that believeth not shall be damned.” 


THE UNSEARCHABLE RICHES. 


Oh, my dear friends, I wish I could coax you to ac- 
cept this gospel! If you could just take one look in 
this laver of looking-glasses spoken of in the text, you 
would begin now spiritual ablution. The love of 
Christ—I dare not, toward the close of my sermon, 
begin to tell about it. The love of Christ! Do not 
talk to me about a mountain; it is higher than that. 
Do not talk to me about a sea; it is deeper than 
that. 

An artist in his dreams saw such a splendid dream 
of the transfiguration of Christ that he awoke and 
seized his pencil and said, “ Let me paint this and die.” 
Oh, I have seen the glories of Christ! I have beheld 
something of the beauty of that great sacrifice on 
Calvary, and I have sometimes felt I would be willing 
to give anything if I might just skotch before you the 
wonders of that sacrifice. I would like to do it while 
I live, and I would like to do it when I die. “Let 
me paint this and die.” He comes along, weary and 
worn, his face wet with tears, his brow crimson with 
blood, and he lies down on Calvary for you. No, I 
mistake. Nothing was as comfortable as that. A 
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stone on Calvary would have made a soft pillow for 
the dying head of Christ. Nothing so comfortable as 
that. He does not lie down to die; he stands up to die, 
His spiked hands outspread as if to embrace a world. 
Oh, what a hard end for those feet that had traveled all 
over Judea on ministries of mercy! What a hard end 
for those hands that had wiped away tears and bound 
up broken hearts! Very hard, O dying Lamb of God, 
and yet there are those who know it and who do not 
love Thee. They say: “ What is all that to me? 
What if He does weep and groan and die? I don’t 
want Him.” Lord Jesus Christ, they will not help Thee 
down from the cross! The soldiers will come, and 
they will tear Thee down from the cross and put their 
arms around Thee and lower Thee into the tomb, but 
they will not help. They see nothing to move them. 
Oh, dying Christ, turn on them Thine eyes of affection 
now and see if they will not change their minds! 
And that is all for you! Oh, can you not love Him ? 
Come around this laver, old and young. It is so bur- 
nished you can see your sins, and so deep you can wash 
them all away. O mourner, here bathe your bruised 
soul, and, sick one, here cool your hot temples in this 
laver! Peace! Do not cry any more, dear soul ! 
Pardon for all thy sins, comfort for all thy afflictions. 
The black cloud that hung thundering over Sinai has 
floated above Calvary and burst into the shower of a 
Saviour’s tears. | 


I saw in Kensington Garden a picture of Waterloo, 
17 
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a good while after the battle had passed and the grass 
had grown all over the field. There was a dismounted 
cannon, and a lamb had come up from the pasture and 
lay sleeping in the mouth of that cannon. So the 
artist had represented it—a most suggestive thing. 
Then I thought how the war between God and the 
soul had ended; and instead of the announcement, 
“The wages of sin is death,” there came the words, 
““My peace I give unto thee,” and amid the batteries 
of the law that had once quaked with the fiery hail of 
death I beheld the Lamb of God which taketh ‘away 
the sin of the world. 


“T went to Jesus as I was, 
Weary and worn and sad. 
I found in Him a resting place, 
And He has made me glad.” 


THE HEAVY WEIGHTS. 


THE BURDENS THAT THE LORD WILL SUSTAIN IF CHRISTIANS WILL BUT 
CAST THEM UPON HIM—THE WORLD A GREAT HOSPITAL. Movun- 
TAINS OF SIN REMOVED. 


““Cast thy burden upon the Lord, and He shall sustain thee.” 
—Psalms lv: 22. 


Davin was here taking his own medicine. If any- 
body had on him heavy weights, David had them, and 
yet out of his own experience he advises you and me 
as to the best way of getting rid of burdens. This is 
a world of burden-bearing. During the past few days 
tidings came from across the sea of a mighty and good 
man fallen. A man full of the Holy Ghost was he, 
his name the synonym for all that is good, kind, gra- 
cious, and beneficent. Word comes to us of a scourge 
sweeping off hundreds and thousands of people, and 
there is a burden of sorrow. Sorrow on the sea and 
sorrow on the land. Coming into the house of prayer 
there may be no sign of sadness or sorrow, but where 
is the man who has not a conflict? Where is 
the soul that has not a struggle? And there is not a 
day of all the year when my text is not gloriously 
appropriate, and there is never an audience assembled 
on the planet where the text is not pagously, aDpEn 

17 2 


260 GEMS OF RELIGIOUS THOUGHT. 


priate, “ Cast thy burden upon the Lord, and He shall 
sustain thee.” 
A WELL OF TEARS. 


In the far Kast wells of water are so infrequent that 
when a man owns a well he has a property of very 
great value, and sometimes battles have been fought 
for the possession of one well of water; but there is 
one well that every man owns, a deep well, a perennial 
well, a well of tears. Ifa man has not a burden on 
one shoulder, he has a burden on the other shoulder. 

The day I left home to look after myself, in the 
wagon with me sat my father driving, and he said that 
day something which has been with me all my life: 
“De Witt, it is always safe to trust God. I have 
many a time come to a crisis of difficulty. You may 
know that, having been sick for fifteen years, it was 
no easy thing for me to support a family, but always God 
came to the rescue. I remember the time,” he said, 
“ when Ididn’t know what to do, and I saw a man on 
horse-back riding up the farm-lane, and he announced to 
me that I had been nominated for the most lucrative 
office in all the gift of the people of the county, and to 
that office Iwas elected, and God in that way met all my 
wants, and I tell you it is always safe to trust Him.” 

Oh, my friends, what we wantis a practical religion ! 
The religion people have is so high up you cannot 
reach it. I have a friend who entered the life of an 
evangelist. He gave upa lucrative business in Chicago, 
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and he and his wife finally came to. severe want. 
He told me that in the morning at prayers he said : 
“<Q Lord, thou knowest we have not a mouthful of 
food in the house! . Help me; help us!” And he 
started out on the street, anda gentleman met him 
and said: “ I have been thinking of you for a good 
while. You know I am a flour merchant. If you 
won’t be offended, I should like to send you a barrel 
of flour.” He cast his burden on the Lord, and the 
Lord sustained him. Now, that is the kind of religion 
we want. 
BUSINESS BURDENS. 


‘In the strait of Magellan, I have been told, there 
is a place where, whichever way a ship-captain puts 
his ship, he finds the wind against him, and there are 
men who all their liveshave been running in the teeth 
of the wind, and which way to turn they do not know. 
Some of them may be in this assemblage, and I 
address them face to face, not perfunctorily, but as 
one brother talks to another brother, “ Cast thy burden 
upon the Lord, and He shall sustain thee.” 

There are a great many men who have business 
burdens. When we see a man worried and perplexed 
and annoyed in business life we are apt to say, “He 
ought not to have attempted to carry so much.” Ah, 
that man may not be to blame at all! When a man 
plants a business, he does not know what will be its 
outgrowths, what will be its roots, what will be its 
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branches. There is many a man with keen foresight 
and large business faculty who has been flung into the 
dust by unforeseen circumstances springing upon him 
from ambush. When to buy, when to sell, when to 
trust and to what amount to credit, what will be the 
effect of this new invention of machinery, what will 
be the effect of that loss of crop, and a thousand other 
questions, perplex business men until the hair is silvered 
and deep wrinkles are plowed in the cheek, and the 
stocks go up by mountains and go down by valleys, 
and they are at their wits’ ends and stagger like 
drunken men. 

There never has been a time when there have been 
such rivalries in business as now. It is hardware 
against hardware, books against books, chandlery 
against chandlery, imported article against imported 
article. A thousand stores in combat with another 
thousand stores. Never such advantage of light, of 
assortment, or splendor of show window, or adroitness 
of salesmen, or acuteness of advertising, and amid all 
these severities of rivalry in business how many men 
break down! Oh, the burden on the shoulder! Oh, 
the burden on the heart ! 


a 
TOILING FOR OTHERS. 
You hear that it is avarice which drives these men 


of business through the street, and that is the com- 
monly accepted idea. Ido not believe a word of it. 
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The vast multitude of these business men are toiling 
for others. To educate their children, to put a wing 
of protection over their households, to have something 
left so when they pass out of this life their wives and 
children will not have to go to the poorhouse—that is 
the way I translate this energy in the street and store 
—the vast majority of that energy. Grip, Gouge & 
Co. do not do all the business. Some of us remember 
when the Central America was coming home from 
California it was wrecked. President Arthur’s father- 
in-law was the heroic captain of that ship, and went 
down with the men and the passengers. Some of 
them got into the lifeboats, but there was a young 
man returning from California, who had a bag of gold 
in his hand, and as the last boat shoved off from the 
ship that was to go down that young man shouted to 
a comrade in the boat: “ Here, John, catch this gold. 
There are $3,000. Take it home to my old mother ; 
it will make her comfortable in her last days.’ Grip, 
Gouge & Co. do not do all the business of the world. 
Ah, my friend, do you say that God does not care 
anything about your worldly business? I tell you 
God knows more about it than you do. He knows 
all your perplexities; He knows what mortgage is 
about to foreclose; he knows what note you can- 
not pay; he knows what unsalable goods you have 
on your shelves; he knows all your trials, from 
the day you took hold of the first yardstick down 
to that sale of the last yard of ribbon, and the God 
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who helped David to be king, and who helped Daniel 
to be prime minister, and who helped Havelock to be a 
soldier will help you to discharge all your duties. He 
is going to see you through. When loss comes, and 
you find your property going, just take this book and 
put it down by your ledger and read of the eternal 
possessions that will come to you through our Lord 
Jesus Christ. And when your business partner be- 
trays you, and your friends turn against you, just 
take the insulting letter, put it down on the table, put 
your Bible beside the insulting letter, and then read 
of the friendship of Him who “ sticketh closer than a 
brother.” 


THE LORD SUSTAINED HIM. 


A young accountant in New York city got his ac- 
counts entangled. He knew he was honest, and yet 
he could not make his accounts come out right, and 
he toiled at them day and night until he was nearly 
frenzied. It seemed by those books that something 
had been misappropriated, and he knew before God 
he was honest. The last day came. He knew if he 
could not that day make his accounts come out right 
he would be disgraced. He went over there very early 
—hbefore there was anybody in the place—and he 
knelt down at the desk and said: “O Lord, Thou 
knowest I have tried to be honest, but I cannot make 
these things come out right! Help me to-day—help 
me this morning!” The young manarose, and hardly 
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knowing why he did so, opened a book that lay on the 
desk, and there was a leaf containing a line of figures 
which explained everything. In other words, he cast 
his burden upon the Lord, and the Lord sustained him. 
Young man, do you hear that ? 

Oh, yes, God has a sympathy with anybody that is 
in any kind of toil! He knows how heavy is the hod 
of bricks that the workman carries up the ladder on 
the wall. He hears the pickax of the miner down 
in the coal shaft. He knows how strong the tempest 
strikes the sailor at masthead. He sees the factory 
girl among the spindles and knows how her arms ache. 
He sees the sewing-woman in the fourth story and 
knows how few pence she gets for making a garment, 
and louder than all the din and roar of the city comes 
the voice of a sympathetic God, “Cast thy burden 
upon the Lord, and He shall sustain thee.” 

Then there are a great many who have a weight of 
persecution and abuse upon them. Sometimes society 
gets a grudge against a man. All his motives are 
misinterpreted, and all his good deeds are depreciated. 
With more virtue than some of the honored and ap- 
plauded, he runs only against raillery and sharp criti- 
cism. Whena man begins to go down, he has not 
only the force of natural gravitation, but a hundred 
hands to help him in the precipitation. Men are per- 
secuted for their virtues and their successes. Ger- 
manicus said he had just as many bitter antagonists as 
he had adornments. The character sometimes is so 
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lustrous that the weak eyes of envy and jealousy can- 
not bear to look at it. 


A TARGET FOR THE LIGHTNING. 


It was their integrity that put Joseph in the pit, 
and Daniel in the den, and Shadrach in the fire, and 
sent John the Evangelist to desolate Patmos, and Cal- 
vin to the castle of persecution, and John Huss to the 
stake, and Korah after Moses, and Saul after David, 
and Herod after Christ. Be sure if you have any- 
thing to do for church or state, and you attempt it 
with all your soul, the lightning will strike you. 

The world always has had a cross between two 
thieves for the one who comes to saveit. High and 
holy enterprise has always been followed by abuse. 
The most sublime tragedy of self-sacrifice has come to 
burlesque. The graceful gait of virtue is always fol- 
lowed by scoff, grimace and travesty. The sweetest 
strain of poetry ever written has come to ridiculous 
parody, and as long as there are virtue and righteous- 
ness in the world there will be something for iniquity to 
grin at. All along the line of the ages and in all 
lands the cry has been: “Not this man, but Barabbas. 
Now, Barabbas was a robber.” 

And what makes the persecutions of life worse is 
that they come from people whom you have helped, 
from those to whom you loaned money or have started 
in business or whom you rescued in some great crisis. 
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I think it has been the history of all our lives—the 
most acrimonious assault has come from those whom 
_we have benefited, whom we have helped, and that 
makes it all the harder to bear. A man is in danger 
of becoming cynical. 


DANGER OF CYNICISM. 


A clergyman of the Universalist church went into a 
neighborhood for the establishment of a church of his 
denomination, and he was anxious to find some one of 
that denomination, and he was pointed to a certain 
house and went there. He said to the man of the 
house: “I understand you area Universalist. I want 
you to help me in the enterprise.” “Well,” said the 
man, “I am a Universalist, but I have a peculiar kind 
of Universalism.” “ What is that?” asked the min- 
ister. “ Well,” replied the other, “I have been out 
in the world, and I have been cheated and slandered 
and outraged and abused until I believe in universal 
damnation !” 

The great danger is that men will become cynical 
and given to believe, as David was tempted to say, 
that allmen are liars. Oh, my friends, do not let that 
be the effect upon your souls! If you cannot endure 
a little persecution, how do you think our fathers en- 
dured great persecution? Motley, in his “Dutch Re- 
public,” tells us of Egmont, the martyr, who, con- 
demned to be beheaded, unfastened his collar on the 
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way to the scaffold, and when they asked him why he 
did that he said: “So they will not be detained in 
their work. I want to be ready.” Oh, how little we 
have to endure compared with those who have gone 
before us! 

Now, if you have come across ill-treatment, let me 
tell you you are in excellent company—Christ and 
Luther, and Galileo and Columbus, and John Jay and 
Josiah Quincey and thousands of men and women, the 
best spirits of earth and heaven. 


CHRIST CAN UNDERSTAND. 


Budge not one inch, though all hell wreak upon you 
its vengeance, and you be made a target for devils to 
shoot at. Do you not think Christ knew all about 
persecution ? Was He not hissed at? Was He not 
struck on the cheek? Was He not pursued all the 
days of His life? Did they not expectorate upon 
Him? Or, to put it in Bible language, “They spit 
upon Him.” And cannot He understand what perse- 
cution is? “Cast thy burden upon the Lord, and He 
shall sustain thee.” | 

Then there are others who carry great burdens of 
physical. ailments. When sudden sickness has come, 
and fierce choleras and malignant fevers take the 
castles of life by storm, we appeal to God, but in these 
chronic ailments which wear out the strength day 
after day, and week after week, and year after year, how 
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little resorting to God for solace! Then people de- 
pend upon their tonics, their plasters, and. their cor- 
dials rather than upon heavenly stimulants. 

Oh, how few people there are completely well! 
Some of you, by dint of perseverance and care, have 
kept living to this time, but how you have had to war 
against physical ailments! Antediluvians, without 
medical college and infirmary and apothecary shop, 
multiplied their years by hundreds, but he who has 
gone through the gauntlet of disease in our time and 
has come to seventy years of age is a hero worthy of 
a palm. 

The world seems to be a great hospital, and you run 
against rheumatisms, consumptions, scrofulas, neural- 
gias and scores of old diseases baptized by new nomen- 
clature. Oh, how heavy a burden sickness is! It 
takes the color out of the sky, and the sparkle out of 
the wave, and the sweetness out of the fruit, and the 
luster out of the night. When the limbs ache, when 
the respiration is painful, when the mouth is hot, when 
the ear roars with unhealthy obstructions, how hard it 
is to be patient and cheerful and assiduous ! 


THE FAITH CURE. 


“Cast thy burden upon the Lord.” Does your 
head ache? His wore the thorns. Do your feet 
hurt? His were crushed of the spikes. Is your side 
painful? His was struck by the spear. Do you feel 
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like giving way under the burden? His weakness 
gave way under.a cross. While you are in every pos- 
sible way to try to restore your physical vigor, you are 
to remember that more soothing than any anodyne, 
more vitalizing than any stimulant and more strength- 
ening than any tonic is the prescription of the text, 
“Cast thy burden upon the Lord, and He will sustain 
thee.” 

We hear a great deal of talk now about faith cure, 
and some people say it cannot be done, and it is a 
failure. I do not know but that the chief advance of 
the church is to be in that direction. Marvelous 
things come to me day by day which make me think 
that if the age of miracles is past itis because the faith 
of miracles is past. 

A prominent merchant of New York said to a mem- 
ber of my family, “My mother wants her case men- 
tioned to Mr. Talmage.” 

This was the case.. He said: “My mother had a 
dreadful abscess, from which she had suffered untold 
agonies, and all surgery had been exhausted upon her, 
and worse and worse she grew until we called in a few 
Christian friends and proceeded to pray about it. We 
commended her case to God, and the abscess began 
immediately to be cured. She is entirely well now, 
and without knife and without any surgery. So that 
case has come to me, and there are a score of other 
cases coming to our ears from all parts of the earth. 
Oh, ye who are sick, go to Christ! Oh, ye who are 
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worn out with agonies of body, “ Cast thy burden ones 
the Lord, and He shall sustain thee! ” 


EMPTY CRADLES AND CHAIRS. 


Another burden some have to carry is the burden 
of bereavement. Ah, these are the troubles that wear 
us out! If we lose our property, by additional indus- 
try perhaps we may bring back the enstranged fortune. 
If we lose our good name, perhaps by reformation of 
morals we may achieve again reputation for integrity, 
but who will bring back the dear departed ? 

Alas, me, for these empty cradles and these trunks 
of childish toys that will never be used again! Alas, 
me, for the empty chair and the silence in the halls 
that will never echo again to those familiar footsteps ! 
Alas, for the ery of widowhood and orphanage ! 
What bitter Marahs in the wilderness, what cities of 
the dead, what long, black shadows from the wing of 
death, what eyes sunken with grief, what hands tremu- 
lous with bereavement, what instruments of music shut 
now because there are no fingers to play on them! Is 
there no relief for such souls? Aye, let that soul ride 
into the harbor of my text: 


The soul that on Jesus hath leaned for repose, 
I will not, I will not desert to its foes. 
That soul, though all hell shall endeavor to shake, 


Tl never, no never, no never forsake, 
18 
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Now, the grave is brighter than the ancient tomb 
where the lights were perpetually kept burning. The 
scarred feet of Him who was “ the resurrection and the 
life” are on the broken grave hillock, while the voices 
of angels ring down the sky at the coronation of an- 
other soul come home to glory. 


OUT OF BRICK-KILNS. 
SUSTAINING POWER OF RELIGION. 


TRIALS AND TEMPTATIONS OF THE WORLD—A CURIOUS TEXT AND A 
UNIQUE SERMON. 


“Though ye have lain among the pots, yet shall ye be as the wings 
of a dove covered with silver, and her feathers with yellow gold.” 
—Psalms Ixviii. 13. 


I suppose you know what the Israelites did down 
in Egyptian slavery. They made bricks. Amid the 
utensils of the brick-kiln there were also other utensils 
of cookery—kettles, pots, and pans, with which they 
prepared their daily food, and when these poor slaves, 
tired of the day’s work, lay down to rest, they lay down 
among: the implements of cookery and the pea 
of hard work. When they arose in the morning, they 
found their garments covered with the clay, the cones 
and the dust, and besmirched and begrimed with the 
utensils of cookery. 

But after a while the Lord broke up that slavery ; 
he took these poor slaves into a land where they had 
better garb, bright, clean and beautiful apparel. No 
more bricks for them to make. Let Pharaoh make his 


own bricks. When David, in my.text, comes to de- 
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scribe the transition of these poor Israelites from their 
bondage amid the brick-kilns into the glorious eman- 
cipation for which God had prepared them, he says, 
“ Though ye have lain among the pots, yet shall ye 
be as the wings of a dove covered with silver, and her 


feathers with yellow gold.” 


A HARD TASKMASTER. 


Miss Whately, the author of a celebrated book, 
“Tife in Egypt,” said she sometimes saw people in 
the east cooking their food*on the tops of houses, and 
that she had often seen, just before sundown, pigeons 
and doves, which had, during the heat of the day, been 
hiding among the kettles and the pans with which the 
food was prepared, picking up the crumbs that they 
might find. Just about the hour of sunset they would 
spread their wings and fly heavenward, entirely un- 
soiled by the region in which they had moved, for the 
pigeon is a very cleanly bird. 

And as the pigeon flew away the setting-sun would* 
throw silver on their wings and gold on their breasts. 
So you see it is not a far-fetched simile or an unnat- 
ural comparison when David, in my text, says to these - 
emancipated Israelites, and says to all those who are 
brought out of any kind of trouble into any kind of 
spiritual joy, “ Though ye have lain among the pots, 
yet shall ye be as the wings of a dove covered with 
silver, and her feathers with yellow gold.” 
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Sin is the hardest of all taskmasters. Worse than 
Pharaoh, it keeps us drudging in a most degrading 
service, but after a while Christ comes, and He says, 
“Let My people go,” and we pass out from among the 


‘brick-kilns of sin into the glorious liberty of the gospel. 


We put on the clean robes of a Christian profession, 
and when at last we soar away to the warm nest which 
God has provided for us in heaven we shall go fairer 
than a dove, its wings covered with silver, and its 


feathers with yellow gold. 


THE DOVE AS A’ COMPARISON. 


I am going to preach something which some of you 
do not believe, and that is that the grandest possible 
adornment is the religion of Jesus Christ. There are 
a great many people who suppose that religion isa 
very different thing from what it really is. The reason 
men condemn the Bible is because they do not under- 
stand it. They have not properly examined it. Dr. 
Johnson said that Hume. told a minister in the bishop- 
ric of Durham that he had never particularly exam- 
ined the New Testament, yet all his life warring against 
it. Halley, the astronomer, announced his skepticism to 
Sir Isaac Newton, and Sir Isaac Newton said: “ Now, 
sir, I have examined the subject, and you have not. 
And I am ashamed that you, professing to be a phil- 
osopher, consent to condemn a thing you have never 
examined.” 
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And so men reject the religion of Jesus Christ 
because they really have never investigated it. They ~ 
think it something undesirable, something that will 
not work, something Pecksniffian, something hypocrit- 
ical, something repulsive, when it is so bright and 
beautiful you might compare it to a chaffinch, you 
might compare it to a robin redbreast, or to a dove— 
its wings covered with silver, and its feathers with yel- 
low gold. 

But how is it if a young man becomes a Christian ? 
All through the club-rooms where he associates, all 
through the business circles where he is known, there 
is commiseration. They say, “ What a pity that a 
young man who had such bright prospects should so 
have been despoiled by those Christians, giving up all 
his worldly prospects for something which 1s of no par- 
ticular present worth!” Here is a young woman who 
becomes a Christian—hér voice, her face, her manners 
the charm of the drawing-room. 

Now, all through the fashionable circle the whisper 
goes, “ What a pity that such a bright light should 
have been extinguished, that such a graceful gait should 
be crippled, that such worldly prospects should be ob- . 
literated!”” Ah, my friends, it can be shown that re- 
ligion’s ways are ways of pleasantness and that all her 
paths are peace; that religion, instead of bemg dark 
and doleful and lachrymose and repulsive, is bright 
and beautiful, fairer than a dove, its wings covered 
with silver, and its feathers with yellow gold, 
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DROWNING TROUBLE. 


See, in the first place, what religion will do for a 
man’s heart. I care not how. cheerful a man may 
naturally be before conversion, conversion brings him 
up to a higher standard of cheerfulness. I do not say 
he will laugh any louder. I do not say but he may 
stand back from some forms of hilarity in which he 
once indulged, but there comes into his soul an im- 
mense satisfaction. A young man not a Christian de- 
pends upon worldly successes to keep his spirits up. 
Now he is prosperous, he has a large salary, a beautiful 
wardrobe, pleasant friends, more money than he knows 
how to spend. Everything goes bright and well with 
him. 

But trouble comes. There are many young men in 
the house this morning who can testify out of their 
own experience that sometimes to young men trouble 
does come—his friends are gone, his salary is gone, his 
health is gone. He goes down, down. He becomes 
sour, cross, queer, misanthropic, blames the world, 
blames society, blames the church, blames everything, 
rushes perhaps to the intoxicating cup to drown his 
trouble, but instead of drowning: his trouble he drowns 
his body and his soul. 

But here is a Christian young man. Trouble comes 
to him. Does he give up? No! He throws himself 
back on the resources of heaven. He says: “ God is 


my Father. Out of all these disasters I shall pluck 
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advantage for my soul. All the promises are mine, 
Christ is mine, Christian companionship is mine, heaven 
is mine. What though my apparel be worn out? 
Christ gives me a robe of righteousness. What 
though my money be gone? I have a title-deed to 
the whole universe in the promise, ‘ All are yours.’ 
What though my worldly friends fall away? Munis- 
tering angels are my body-guard. What though my 
fare be poor and my bread be scant? I sit at the 
king’s banquet ! ”” 

Oh, what a poor, shallow stream is worldly enjoy- 
ment compared with the deep, broad, overflowing river 
of God’s peace, rolling midway in the Christian heart! 
Sometimes you have gone out on the iron-bound beach 
of the sea when there has been a storm on the ocean, 
and you have seen the waves dash into white foam at 
your feet. They did not do you any harm. While 
there youthought of the chapter written by the psalm- 
ist, and perhaps you recited it to yourself while the 
storm was making commentary upon the passage : 
“God is our refuge and strength, a very present help 
in time of trouble. Therefore will I not fear, though 
the earth be removed, and though the mountains be 
carried into the midst of the sea, though the waters 
thereof roar and be troubled, though the mountains 
shake with the swelling thereof.” 

Oh, how independent the religion of Christ makes a 
man of worldly success and worldly circumstances ! 
Nelson, the night before his last battle, said, “To- 








PAPA. 
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‘morrow I shall win either a peerage or a grave in 
Westminster Abbey.” And it does not make much 
difference to the Christian whether he rises or falls in 
worldly matters. He has everlasting renown anyway. 
Other plumage may be torn in the blast, but that soul 
adorned with Christian grace is fairer than the dove— 
its wings covered with silyer, and its feathers with gold. 


LURKING IN THE CUP. 


You and I have found out that people who pretend 
to be happy are not always happy. Look at that 
young man caricaturing the Christian religion, scoff- 
ing at everything good, going into roistering drunken- 
ness, dashing the champagne bottle to the floor, roll- 
ing the glasses from the bar-room counter, laughing, 
shouting, stamping the floor. Is he happy? I will 
go to his midnight pillow. I will see bim turn the 
gas off. I will ask myself if the pillow on which he 
sleeps is as soft as the pillow on which that pure young 
man sleeps. 

Ah, no! When he opens his eyes in the morning, 
will the world be as bright to him as to that young 
man who retired at night saying his prayers, invoking 
God’s blessing upon his own soul and the souls of his 
comrades and father and mother and brothers and 
sisters far away? No, no! His laugh will ring out 
from the saloon so that you hear it as you pass by, 
but it is hollow laughter. In it is the snapping of 
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heartstrings and the rattle of prison gates. Happy— 
that young man happy ? 

Let him fill high the bowl; he cannot drown an up- 
braiding conscience. Let the balls roll through the 
bowling alley ; the deep rumble and the sharp crack 
cannot overpower the voices of condemnation. Let 
him whirl in the dance of sin and temptation and death ; 
all the brilliancy of the scene cannot make him forget 
the last look of his mother when he left home, when 
she said to him: “ Now, my son, you will do right; 
I am sure you will do night. You will, won’t you?” 
That young man happy? Why, across every night 
there flit shadows of eternal darkness; there are adders 
coiled up in every cup; there are vultures of despair 
striking their iron beaks into his heart; there are 
skeleton fingers of grief pinching at his throat. 


USEFUL RELIGION. 


T come in amid the clicking of the glasses and 
vader the flashing of the chandeliers, and I ery: 
“Woe! woe! The way of the ungodly shall perish. 
There is no peace, saith my God, to the wicked. The 
way of transgressors is hard.” Oh, my friends, there 
is more joy in one drop of Christian satisfaction than 
in whole rivers of sinful delight. Other wings may 
be drenched of the storm and splashed of the tempest, 
but the dove that comes in through the window of 
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this heavenly ark has wings like the dove covered with 
silver and her feathers with yellow gold. 

Again, I remark, religion is an adornment in the 
style of usefulness into which it inducts a man. Here 
are two young men. The one has fine culture, ex- 
quisite wardrobe, plenty of friends, great worldly suc- 
cess, but he lives for himself. His chief care is for 
his own comfort. He lives uselessly. He dies unre- 
gretted. Here is another young man. His apparel 
may not be so good; his education may not be so 
thorough. He lives for others. His happiness is to 
make others happy. He is as self-denying as that 
dying soldier falling in the ranks, when he said: 
“Colonel, there is no need of those boys tiring them- 
selves by carrying me to the hospital. Let me die just 
wherel am.” So this young man of whom I speak loves 
God, wants all the world to love Him, is not ashamed 
to carry a bundle of clothes up that dark alley to the 
poor. Which of those young men do you admire the 
better? The one a sham, the other a prince imperial. 

Oh, do you know of anything, my hearer, that is 
more beautiful than to see a young man start out for 
Christ? Here is some one falling; he lifts him up. 
Here is a vagabond boy; he introduces him to a mis- 
sion school. Here is a family freezing to death; he 
carries them a scuttle of coal. There are eight hun- 
dred million perishing in midnight heathen darkness. 
By all possible means he tries to send them the gospel. 
He may be laughed at, and he may be sneered at, and 
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he may be caricatured, but he is not ashamed to go 
everywhere saying: “ I am not ashamed of the gospel 
of Christ. It is the power of God and the wisdom of 
God unto salvation.” 

Such a young man can go through everything. 
There is no force on earth or in hell that can resist 
him. I show you three spectacles : 


CERTAIN SPECTACLES. 


Spectacle the First.—Napoleon passed by with the 
host that went down with him to Egypt and up with 
him through Russia and crossed the continent on the 
bleeding heart of which he set his iron heel, and across 
the quivering flesh of which he went grinding the 
wheels of his gun-carriages—in his dying moment ask- 
ing his attendants to put on his military boots for him. 

Spectacle the Second.— Voltaire, bright and learned ~ 
and witty and eloquent, with tongue and voice and 
stratagem infernal, warring against God and poisoning 
whole kingdoms with his infidelity, yet applauded by the 
clapping hands of thrones and empires and continents 
---his last words, in delirium, supposing Christ standing 
by the bedside—his last words, “ Crush that wretch !”’ 

Spectacle the Third.—Paul—Paul, insignificant in 
person, thrust out from all refined association, scourged, 
spat on, hounded hke a wild beast from city to city, 
yet trying to make the world good and heaven full; 
announcing ‘resurrection to those who mourned at the 
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barred gates of the dead ; undaunted before those who 
could take his life, his cheek flushed with transport 
and his eye on heaven; with one hand shaking de- 
fiance at all the foes of earth and all the principalities 
of hell, and with the other hand beckoning messenger 
angels to come and bear him away as he says: “I am 
now ready to be offered, and the time of my departure 
isat hand. I have fought the good fight; I have 
finished my course; I have kept the faith. Hence- 
forth there is laid up for me a crown of righteousness, 
which the Lord, the righteous Judge, will give me.” 

Which of the three spectacles do you most admire ? 
When the wind of death struck the conqueror and the 
infidel, they were tossed like sea-gulls in a tempest, 
drenched of the wave and torn of the hurricane, their 
dismal voices heard through the everlasting storm, but 
when the wave and the wind of death struck Paul, like 
an albatross, he made a throne of the tempest and one 
day floated away into the calm, clear summer of heaven, 
brighter than the dove, its wings covered with silver, 
and its feathers with yellow gold. Oh, are you not in 
love with such a religion——a religion that can do so 
much for a man while he lives and so much for a man 
when he comes to die? 


A CONTRAST. 


I suppose you may have noticed the contrast between 
the departure of a Christian and the departure of an 
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infidel. Diodorus, dying in chagrin because he could 
not compose a joke equal to the joke uttered at the 
other end of his table; Zeuxis, dying in a fit of laugh- 
ter at the sketch of an aged woman—a sketch made by 
hisown hand; Mazarin, dying playing cards, his friend 
holding his hands because he was unable to hold them 
himself. 

All that on one side, compared with the departure 
of the Scotch minister who said to his friends: “TI 
have no interest as to whether I live or die. If I die, 
I shall be with the Lord, and if I live the Lord will be 
with me.” Or the last words of Washington, “ It is 
well.” Or the last words of McIntosh, the learned 
and the great, “Happy!” Or the last words of Han- 
nah More, the Christian poetess, “Joy!” Or those 
thousands of Christians who have gone, saying: “ Lord 
Jesus, receive my spirit! Come, Lord Jesus, come 
quickly!” “Odeath, where is thy sting? O grave, 
where is thy victory?” 

Behold the contrast. Behold the charm of the one, 
behold the darkness of the other. Now, I know it is 
very popular in this day for young men to think there 
is something more charming in skepticism than in re- 
ligion. They are ashamed of the old-fashioned religion 
of the cross, and they pride themselves on their free- 
thinking on all these subjects. My young friends, I 
want to tell you what I know from observation —that 
while skepticism is a beautiful land at the start, it is a 
great Sahara Desert at the last. 
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AN APT STORY. 


Years ago a minister’s son went off from home to 
college. At college he formed the acquaintance of a 
young man whom I shall call Ellison. Ellison was an 
infidel. Ellison scoffed at religion, and the minister’s 
son soon learned from him the infidelity, and when he 
went home on his vacation, broke his father’s heart by 
his denunciations of Christianity. Time passed on, 
and vacation came again, and the minister’s son went 
off to spend the vacation, and was on a journey and 
came to a hotel. The hotel-keeper said: “I am sorry 
that to-night I shall have to put you in a room ad- 
joining one where there is a very sick and dying man. 
I can give you no other accommodation.” “Oh,” said 
the young minister’s son, “that will make no difference 
to me, except the matter of sympathy with anybody 
that is suffering.” 

The young man retired to his room, but could not 
sleep. All night long he heard the groaning of the 

‘sick man or the step of the watchers, and his soul 
trembled. He thought to himself: “Now, there is 
only a thin wall between me and a departing spirit. 
How if Ellison should know how I feel? How if Elli- 
son should find out how my heart flutters? What if 
Ellison knew my skepticism gave way?” He slept not. 

In the morning, coming down, he said to the hotel- 
keeper, “ How is the sick man?” “Oh,” said the 
hotel-keeper, ‘‘he is dead, poor fellow. The doctors 

Te) 
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told us he could not last through the night.” “ Well,” 
said the young man, “ what was the sick one’s name— 
where is he from?” “ Well,” said the hotel-keeper, 
“he is from Providence College.” “ Providence Col- 
‘lege! Whatishisname?” “Ellison.” “Ellison!” 
Oh, how the young man was stunned! It was his old 
college-mate—dead without any hope. 

It was many hours before the young man could leave 
that hotel. He got on his horse and started home- 
ward, and all the way he heard something saying to 
him: “Dead! Lost! Dead! Lost!” He came to 
no satisfaction until he entered the Christian life, until 
he entered the Christian ministry, until he became one 
of the most eminent missionaries of the cross, the great- 
est Baptist missionary the world has ever seen since 
the days of Paul—no superior to Adoniram Judson. 
Mighty on earth, mighty in heaven—Adoniram Jud- 
son. Which do you like the best, Judson’s skepticism 
or Judson’s Christian life, Judson’s suffering for 
Christ’s sake, Judson’s almost martyrdom? Oh, young 
man, take your choice between these two kinds of lives. . 
Your own heart tells you this morning the Christian 
life is more admirable, more peaceful, more comfortable 
and more beautiful. 


IN GOOD COMPANY. 


Oh, if religion does so much for a man on earth, 
what will it do for him in heaven? That is the 
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thought that comes tome now. Ifasoldier can afford 
to shout “ Huzza!” when he goes into battle, how 
much more jubilantly he can afford to shout “ Huzza!” 
when he has gained the victory. If religion is so good 
a thing to have here, how bright a thing it will be in 
heaven! I want to see that young man when the 
glories of heaven have robed and crowned him. I 
want to hear him sing when all huskiness of earthly 
colds is gone and he rises up with the great doxology. 

I want to know what standard he will carry when 
marching under arches of pearl in the army of ban- 
ners. I want to know what company he will keep in 
the land where they are all kings and queens forever 
and ever. If I have induced one of you this morning ~ 
to begin a better life, then I want to know it. I may 
not in this world clasp hands with you in friendship. 
T may not hear from your own lips the story of temp- 
tation and sorrow, but I will clasp hands with you 
when the sea is passed and the gates are entered. 

That I might woo you to a better life, and that I 
might show you the glories with which God clothes His 
dear children in heaven, I wish I could this morning 
swing back one of the twelve gates that there might 
dash upon your ear one shout of the triumph ; that 
there might flame upon your eyes one blaze of the 
splendor. Oh, when I speak of that good land, you 
involuntarily think of some one there that you loved— 
father, mother, brother, sister or dear little child gar- 
nered already. 
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You want to know what they are doing this morn- 
ing. I will tell you what they are doing. Singing ! 
You want to know what they wear. I will tell you 
what they wear. Coronets of triumph! You wonder 
why oft they look to the gate of the temple and watch 
and wait. I will tell why they watch and wait and 
look to the gate of thetemple. For yourcoming! I 
shout upward the news to-day, for I am sure some of 
you will repent and start for heaven: “ Oh, ye bright 
ones before the throne, your earthly friends are com- 
ing! Angels, poising mid-air, cry up the name! 
Gatekeeper of heaven, send forward the tidings! 
Watchman on the battlements celestial, throw the 
signal !” 


A LOST THRONE. 


“Oh,” you say, “religion Iam going to have. It 
is only a question of time.” 

My brother, I am afraid that you may lose heaven 
the way Louis Philippe lost his empire. The Parisian 
mob came around the Tuileries, the National Guard 
stood in defense of the palace, and the commander 
said to Louis Philippe: “ Shall I fire now? Shall I 
order the troops to fire? With one volley we can 
clear the place.” “No,” said Louis Philippe, “ not 
yet.” A few minutes passed on, and then Louis Phi- 
lippe, seeing the case was hopeless, said to the general, 
“Now is the time to fire.” “No,” said the general, 
“it is too late now. Don’t you see that the soldiers 
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are exchanging arms with the citizens? It is too 
late.” 

Down went the throne of Louis Philippe. Away 
from the earth went the House of Orleans, and all be- 
cause the king said, “ Not yet, not yet!’ May God 
forbid that any of you should adjourn this great sub- 
ject of religion and should postpone assailing your 
spiritual foes until it is too late, too late—you losing 
a throne in heaven the way that Louis Philippe lost 
a throne on earth. 


THE SABBATH REST. 


ELOQUENT AND FORCEFUL WORDS IN DEFENSE OF SUNDAY REST— 
fuE AMERICAN SABBATH AND THE EUROPEAN SABBATH. 


« Verily, my Sabbath ye shall keep.” Exodus xxxi. 13. 


Tue wisdom of cessation from hard labor one day 
out of the seven is almost universally acknowledged. 
The world has found out that it can do less work in 
seven days than in six, and that the fifty-two days of 
the year devoted to rest are an addition rather than a 
subtraction. Experiments have been made in all de-- 
partments. The great Lord Castlereagh thought he 
could work his brain three hundred and sixty-five days | 
in the year, but after a while broke down and com- 
-mitted suicide, and Wilberforce said of him: “ Poor 
Castlereagh! This is the result of the non-observance 
of the Sabbath !” 

A celebrated merchant declared, “I should have 
been a maniac long ago but for the Sabbath.” The 
nerves, the brain, the muscles, the bones, the entire 
physical, intellectual and moral nature cry out for the 
Sabbatic rest. What is true of man is, for the most 
part, true of the brute. Travelers have found out 
that oe come to their places of destination sooner, 








MOTHER’S JOY. 
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when they let their horses rest by the way on the Sab- 
_ bath. What is the matter with those forlorn creatures 
harnessed to some of the city cars? Why do they 
stumble and stagger and fall? Itis for the lack of 
the Sabbatic rest. 


NECESSITY FOR A HALT. 


In other days, when the herdsmen drove their sheep 
and cattle from the far west down to the seaboard, it 
was found out by experiment that those herdsmen 
and drovers who halted over the seventh day got down 
sooner to the seaboard than those who passed on with- 
out the observance of the holy Sabbath. The fisher- 
men off the coast of Newfoundland declare that those 
men catch the most fish during the year who stop 
during the Lord’s day. 

When I asked the Rocky Mountain locomotive 
engineer why he changed locomotives when it seemed 
to be a straight route, he said, “ We have to let the 
locomotive stop and cool off, or the machinery would 
soon break down.” Men who made large quantities 
of salt were told that if they allowed their kettles to 
cool over Sunday they would submit themselves to a 
great deal of damage. The experiment was made, 
some observing the Sabbath, and some not observing 

the Sabbath. Those who allowed the fires to go down 
and the kettles to cool once a week were compelled to 
spend only a few pennies in the way of repairs, while 
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in the cases where no Sabbath was observed many 
dollars were demanded for repairs. 

In other words, intelligent man, dumb beast and 
dead machinery cry out for the Lord’s day. But 
while the attempt to kill the Sabbath by the stroke of 
ax and flail and yardstick has beautifully failed, it is 
proposed in our day to drown the Sabbath by flooding 
it with secular amusements. They would bury it very 
decently under the wreath of the target company and 
to the music of all brazen instruments. 

There are, to-day, in the different cities, 10, 000 hands 
and 10,000 pens busy in attempting to cut out the 
heart of our Christian Sabbath and leave it a bleeding 
skeleton of what it once was. The effort is organized 
and tremendous, and unless the friends of Christ and 
the lovers of good order shall rouse up right speedily 
their sermons and protests will be uttered after the 
castle is taken. There are cities in the land where the 
Sabbath has almost perished, and it is becoming a 
practical question whether we who received a pure 
Sabbath from the hands of our fathers shall have piety 
and pluck enough to give to our children the same 
blessed inheritance. The eternal God helping us, we 
will! 


SUNDAY AMUSEMENTS. 


I protest against this invasion of the holy Sabbath, 
in the first place because it is a war on Divine enact- 
ment. God says in Isaiah, “If thou turn away thy 
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foot from doing thy pleasure on My holy day, thou 
shalt walk upon the high places.” What did He mean 
by “doing thy pleasure?” He referred to secular 
and worldly amusements. A man told me he was 
never so much frightened as in the midst of an 
earthquake, when the beasts of the field bellowed in 
fear and even the barnyard fowls screamed in terror. 
Well, it was when the earth was shaking and the sky 
was all full of fire that God made the great announce- 
ment, “ Remember the Sabbath day to keep it holy.” 

Go through the streets where the theaters are open 
on a Sabbath night, go up on the steps, enter the 
boxes of those places of entertammment and tell me if 
that is keeping the Sabbath holy. “Oh,” says some 
one, “God won’t be displeased with a grand sacred 
concert!” A gentleman who was present ata “ grand 
sacred concert” one Sabbath night, in one of the 
theaters of our great cities, said that during the exer- 
cises there were comic and sentimental songs, inter- 
spersed with coarse jokes, and there were dances, and 
a farce, and tight-rope walking, and a trapeze perform- 
ance. I suppose it was a holy dance and a consecrated 
tight rope. That is what they call a “grand sacred 
concert.” 

We hear a great deal of talk about “the rights of 
the people” to have just such amusements on Sunday 
as they want to have. I wonder if the Lord has any 
rights. You rule your family ; the governor rules the 
state; the President rules the whole land. I wonder 
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if the Lord has a right to rule the nations and make 
the enactment, “Remember the Sabbath day to keep 
it holy,” and if there is any appeal to a high court 
from that decision, and if the men who are warring 
against that enactment are not guilty of high treason 
against the Maker of heaven and earth. They have 
in our cities put God ontrial. It has been the theaters 
and the opcra-houses, plaintiffs, versus the Lord Al- 
mighty, defendant. The suit has been begun, and 
who shall come out ahead you know. Whether it be 
popular or unpopular, I now announce it as my opin- 
ion that the people have no rights save those which 
the great Jehovah gives them. He has never given 
‘he right to man to break His holy Sabbath, and as 
long as His throne stands He never will give that right. 


A ROBBER OF WAGES. 


The prophet asks a question which I can easily an- 
swer, “Willa man rob God?” Yes. They robbed 
Him last Sunday night at the theaters and the opera- 
houses, and I charge upon them the infamous and high- 
handed larceny. I hold the same opinion as a sailor 
I have heard of. The crew had been discharged from 
the vessel because they would not work while they were 
in port on the Lord’s day. The captain went out to 
get sailors. He found one man, and he said to him, 
“Will you serve me on the Sabbath?” “No.” 
“Why not?” “ Well,” replied the old sailor, “a man 


GEMS OF RELIGIOUS THOUGHT. 301 


who will rob God Almighty of His Sabbath would rob 
me of my wages if he got a chance.” 

Suppose you were poor, and you came to a dry- 
goods merchant and ask for some cloth for garments, 
and he should say, “Tl give you six yards,” and while 
he was off from the counter and binding up the six 
yards you should go behind the counter and steal one 
additional yard. That is what every man does when 
he breaks the Lord’s Sabbath. God gives us six days 
out of seven, reserving one for Himself, and if you will 
not let Him have it, it is mean beyond all computation. 

Again, lam opposed to this desecration of the Sab- 
bath by secular entertainments because it is a war on 
the statutes of most of the states. The law in New 
York State says: 

“Tt shall not be lawful to exhibit on the first day of 
the week, commonly called Sunday, to the public, in 
any building, garden, grounds, concert-room or other 
room or place within the city and county of New York, 
any interlude, tragedy, comedy, opera, ballet, play, 
farce, negro minstrelsy, negro or other dancing, or any 
other entertainment of the stage, or any part or parts 
therein, or any equestrian, circus or dramatic perform- 
ance, or any performance of jugglers, acrobats or rope- 
dancing.” 

Was there ever a plainer enactment than that? 
Who made the law? You, whoat the ballot-boxes de- 
cided who should go to Albany and sit in the legislat- 
ure; you, who in any region exercise the right of 
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suffrage. They made the law for you and for your 
families, and now I say that any man who attempts to 
override that law insults you and me and every man 


who has the right of suffrage. 


A FOREIGN WAR. 


Still further, I protest against the invasion of the 
Sabbath because it is a foreign war. Now, if you 
heard at this moment the booming of a gun in the 
harbor, or if a shell from some foreign frigate should 
drop into your street, would you keep your seats in 
church ? You would want to face the foe, and every 
gun that could be managed would be brought into 
use, and every ship that could be brought out of the 
navy yard would swing from her anchorage, and the 
question would be decided. You do not want a for- 
eign war, and yet I have to tell you that this invasion 
of God’s holy day is a foreign war. 

As among our own native-born population there are 
two classes—the good and the bad—so it is with the 
people who come from other shores—there are the law- 
abiding and the lawless. The former are welcome 
here. The more of them the better we like it. But 
let not the lawless come from other shores expecting 
to break down our Sabbath and institute in the place 
of it a foreign Sabbath. 

How do you feel, ye who have been brought up 
amid the hills of New England, about giving up the 
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American Sabbath? Ye who spent your childhood 
under the shadow of the Adirondacks or the Catskills, 
ye who were born on the banks of the Savannah or 
_ Ohio or Oregon, how do you feel about giving up the 
American Sabbath? You say: “ We shall not give 
it up. We mean to defend it as long as there is left 
any strength in our arm or blood im our heart! Do 
not bring your Spanish Sabbath here. Do not bring 
your Italian Sabbath here. Do not bring your French 
Sabbath here. Do not bring your foreign Sabbath 
here. It shall be for us and for our children forever 
a pure, consecrated, Christian, American Sabbath.” 

I will make a comparison between the American 
Sabbath, as some of you have known it, and the Paris- 
ian Sabbath. I speak from observation. On a Sab- 
bath morning I was aroused in Paris by a great sound 
in the street. I said, “ What is this?” “Oh,” they 
said, “this is Sunday.” An unusual rattle of vehicles 
of all sorts. The voices seemed more boisterous than 
on other days. People running to and fro, with 
baskets or bundles, to get to the rail-trains or gardens. 
It seemed as if all the vehicles in Paris, of whatever 
sort, had turned out for the holiday. 

The Champs Elyseés one great mob of pleasure-seek- 
ing people. Balloons flying. Parrots chattering. 
Footballs rollmg. Peddlers hawking their knick- 
knacks through the streets. Punch and Judy shows 
in a score of places, each one with a shouting audi- 
ence. Hand-organs, cymbals and every kind of racket, 


304 GEMS OF RELIGIOUS THOUGHT. 


musical and unmusical. When the evening came 
down, all the theaters were in full blaze of music and 
full blaze of light. The wine-stores and saloons were 
thronged with an unusual number of customers. At 
eventide I stood and watched the excursionists com- 
ing home, fagged-out men, women, and children, a 
gulf stream of fatigue, irritability, and wretchedness, 
for I should think it would take three or four days to 
get over that miserable way of Sundaying. It seemed 
more like an American Fourth of July than a Christian 


Sabbath. 


THE PURITANIC SABBATH. 


Now, in contrast, I present one of the Sabbaths in 
one of our best American cities. Holy silence coming 
down with the day dawn. Business men more delib- 
erately looking into the faces of their children and 
talking to them about their present and future wel- 
fare. Men sit longer at the table in the morning, be- 
cause the stores are not to be opened, and the mechan- 
ical tools are not to be taken up. A hymn is sung. 
There are congratulations and good cheer all through 
the house. The street silent until ten o’clock, when 
there is a regular, orderly tramp churchward. Houses 
of God, vocal with thanksgiving for mercies received, 
with prayer for comfort, with charities for the poor. 
Rest for the body. Rest for the soul. The nerves 
quieted, the temples cooled, the mind cleared, the soul 
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strengthened, and our entire population turned out on 
Monday morning ten years younger, better prepared 
for the duties of life, better prepared for the life that 
is to come. 

~ Which do you like best—the American Sabbath or 
the Parisian Sabbath? Do you know in what boat 
the Sabbath came across the seas and landed on our 
shores? It was in the Mayflower. Do you know in 
what boat the Sabbath will leave us, if it ever goes ? 
It will be in the ark that floats over a deluge of na- 
tional destruction. 

Still further, I protest against the invasion of the 
Lord’s day because it wrongs a vast multitude of em- 
ployees of their rest. The play-actors and actresses 
can have their rest between their engagements, but 
how about the scene-shifters, the ballet-dancers, the 
call-boys, the innumerable attendants and supernumer- 
aries of the American theater? Where is their Sun- 
day to come from? They are paid small salaries at 
the best. Alas, for them! They appear on the stage 
in tinsel and tassel with halberds, or in gauze, whirling 
in toe tortures, and they might be mistaken for fairies 
or queens, but after twelve at night you may see them 
trudging through the streets in faded dresses, shiver- 
ing and tired, a bundle under their arms, seeking their 
homes in the garrets and cellars of the city. Now, 
you propose to take from thousands of these employees 
throughout this country not only all opportunity of 


moral culture, but all opportunity of physical rest. 
20 
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For heaven’s sake, let the crushing Juggernaut stop 
at least one day in seven. 


A SPIRITUAL NECESSITY. 


Again, I oppose this modern invasion of the Chris- 
tian Sabbath because it is a war on the spiritual wel- 
fare of the people. You havea body? Yes. You 
have a mind? Yes. You have a soul? Yes. 
Which of the secular halls on the Sabbath day will 
give that soul any culture? Now, admitting that 
a man has a spiritual and immortal nature, which one 
of the places of amusement will culture it? Which 
one of the Sabbath performances will remind men of 
the fact that unless they are born again they cannot 
see the kingdom of God ? 

Will the music of the “ Grand Duchess ” help peo- 
ple at last to sing the song of the one hundred and 
forty and four thousand? Besides, if you gentlemen 
of the secular entertainment have six days in the week 
in which to exercise your alleged beneficial influence, 
ought you not to allow Christian institutions to have 
twenty-four hours? Is it unreasonable to demand 
that, if you have six days for the body and intellect, 
we should have one day at least for our immortal 
soul? Or, to put it in another shape, do you really 
think that our imperishable soul is worth at least one- 
seventh as much as our perishable body ? 

An artist has three gems—a cornelian, an amethyst 
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anda diamond. He has to cut them and to set them. 
Which one is he most particular about? Now, the 
cornelian is the body, the amethyst is the intellect, the 
_ diamond is the soul. For the two former you propose 
six days of opportunity, while you offer no opportu- 
nity at all for the last, which is in value as compared 
with the others like $100,000,000,000 to one farthing. 
Besides you must not forget that nine-tenths—aye, 
ninety-nine one-hundredths—of all the Christian 
efforts of this country are put forth on the Lord’s 
day. Sunday is the day on which the asylums and 
hospitals and the prisons are visited by Christian men. 
That is the day when the youth of our country get 
their religious information in Sunday-schools. That 
is the day when the most of the charities are collected. 
That is the day when, under the blast of sixty thou- 
sand American pulpits, the sin of the land is assaulted 
and men are summoned to repent. When you make 
war upon any part of God’s day, you make war upon 
the asylums, and the penitentiaries, and the hospitals, 
and the reform associations, and the homes of the 
destitute, and the church of the living God, which is 

the pillar and the ground of the truth. ; 


RECOGNITION OF SACRED THINGS. 


Tam opposed to the invasion of the Sabbath be- 
cause it is a war on our political institutions. When 
the Sabbath goes down, the republic goes down. 
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Men who are not willing to obey God’s law in regard 
to Sabbath observance are not fit to govern themselves. 
Sabbath-breaking means dissoluteness, and dissolute- 
ness is incompatible with self-government. They 
wanted a republic in France. After a while they got 
a republic, but one day Napoleon III., with his cavalry, 
rode through the streets, and down went the republic 
under the clattering hoofs. They have a republic 
there again, but France never will have a permanent 
republic until she quits her roisterng Sabbaths, and 
devotes one day in every week to the recognition of 
God and sacred institutions. Abolish the Sabbath, 
and you abolish your religious privileges. Let the 
bad work go on, and you have “ the commune,” and 
you have “the revolution,” and you have the sun of 
national prosperity going down in darkness and blood. 
From that reign of terror may the God of peace de- 
liver us. 

Still further, Iam opposed to this invasion of the 
Sabbath because it is unfair and it is partial. While 
secular amusements in different cities are allowed to 
be open on the Sabbath day, dry-goods  establish- 
ments, must be closed, and plumbing establishments, 
and the butcher’s, and the baker’s, and the shoe- 
maker’s, and the hardware stores. Now, tell me by 
what law of justice you can compel a man to shut the 
door of his store while you keep open the door of your 
worldly establishment. May it please your honors, 
judges of the supreme court, if you give to secular 
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places the right to be open on the Sabbath day, you 
have to give, at the same time, the right to all com- 
‘mercial establishments to be open and to all mechan- 
ical establishments to be open. If it is right in the 
one case, it is right in all the cases. 


A CALL FOR HELP. 


But we are told that they must get money on Sab- 
bath nights in order to pay the deficits of the other 
nights of the week. Now, in answer to that, I say 
that if the men cannot manage their amusements with- 
out breaking the Lord’s day they had better all go into 
bankruptcy together. We will never surrender our 
Christian Sabbath for the purpose of helping these 
violators to pay their expenses. Above all, my con- 
fidence is in the good hand of God that has been over 
our cities since their foundation. But J call this day 
upon all those who befriend Christian principle, and 
those who love our political freedom, who stand in 
solid phalanx in this Thermopylz of our American his- 
tory, for I believe as certainly as I stand here that the 
triumph or overthrow of American institutions de- 
pends upon this Sabbath contest. 

Bring your voices, your pens, your printing-presses 
and your pulpits into the Lord’s artillery corps for the 
defense of our holy day. To-day, in your families 
and in your Sabbath schools, recite, “ Remember the 


Sabbath day to keep it holy.” Decree before high 
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heaven that this war on your religious rights and the 
cradles of your children shall bring ignominious de- 
feat to the enemies of God and the public weal. For 
those who die in the contest battling for the right we 
shall chisel the epitaph, “ These are they who came 
out of great tribulation and had their robes washed 
and made white in the blood of the Lamb.” But for 
that one who shall prove in this moral crisis recreant 
to God and the church there shall be no honorable 
epitaph. He shall not be worthy even of a burial- 
place in all this free land, but the appropriate inter- 
ment for such a one would be to carry out his remains 
and drop them into the sea, where the lawless winds 
which keep no Sabbath may gallop over the grave of 
him who lived and died a traitor to God, the church, 
and the free institutions of America. Long live the 
Christian Sabbath! Perish forever all attempts to 
overthrow it ! 


EVERLASTING LIFE. 


FAME Is VAPOR, POPULARITY IS EPHEMERAL, RICHES TAKE WINGS, 
BUT THE EVERLASTING LIFE IS SURE AND SAFE. 


“¢ Arise ye and depart, for this is not your rest.”—Micah ii. 10. 


Tuis was the drum-beat of a prophet who wanted 
to arouse his people from their oppressed and sinful 
condition, but it may just as properly be uttered now 
as then. Bells, by long exposure and much ringing, 
lose their clearness of tone, but this rousing bell of 
the gospel strikes in as clear a tone as when it first 
rang on the air. 

As far as I can see your great want and mine 1s rest. 
From the time we enter life a great many vexations 
and annoyances take after us. We may have our 
holidays and our seasons of recreation and quiet, but 
where is the man come to mid-life who has found en- 
tire rest? The fact is that God did not make this 
world to rest in. A ship might as well go down off 
Cape Hatteras to find smooth water as a man in this 
world to find quiet. From the way that God has 
strewn the thorns and hung the clouds and sharpened 
the tusks, from the colds that distress us, and the 
heats that smite us, and the pleurisies that stab us, 


and the fevers that consume us, I know that He did 
313 


314 GEMS OF RELIGIOUS THOUGHT. 


not make this world as a place to loiter in. God does 
everything successfully, and this world would be a 
very different world if it were intended for us to lounge 
in. It does right well for a few hours. Indced, it is 
magnificent! Nothing but infinite wisdom and good- 
ness could have mixed this beverage of water, or hung 
up these brackets of stars, or trained these voices of 
rill, bird and ocean, so that God has but to lift His 
hand and the whole world breaks forth into orchestra. 
But, after all, it is only the splendors of a king’s high- 
way, over which we are to march on to eternal con- 
quests. 
; NO REST. 

You and I have seen men who tried to rest here. 
They builded themselves great stores. They gathered 
around them the patronage of merchant princes. The 
voice of their bid shook the money-markets. They 
had stock in the most successful railroads and in 
“safety deposits’ great rolls of government securities. 
They had emblazoned carriages, high-mettled steeds, 
footmen, plate that confounded lords and senators 
who sat at their tables, tapestry on which floated the 
richest designs of foreign looms, splendor of canvas 
on the walls, exquisiteness of music rising among 
pedestals of bronze and dropping, soft as light, on 
snow of sculpture. Here let them rest. Put back 
the embroidered curtain and shake up the pillow of » 
down. Turn out the lights. It is eleven o'clock at 


night. Let slumber drop upon the eyelids and the 
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air float through the half-opened lattice, drowsy with 
midsummer perfume. Stand back, all care, anxiety 
and trouble. But no, they will not stand back. They 
rattle the lattice. They look under the canopy. 
With rough touch they startle his pulses. They cry 
out at twelve o'clock at night: “ Awake, man! How 
can you sleep when things are so uncertain? what 
about those stocks? Hark to the tap of that fire-bell! 
It is your district! How if you should die soon? 
Awake, man! Think of it? Who will get your 
property when you are gone? What will they do 
with it? Wake up! Riches sometimes take wings! 
How if you should get poor? Wake up!” Rising 
on one elbow, the man of fortune looks out into the 
‘darkness of the room and wipes the dampness from 
his forehead and says, “ Alas, for all this scene of 
wealth and magnifience—no rest!” 

I passed down a street of a city with a merchant. 
He knew all the finest houses on the street. He said: 
“ There is something the matter in all these houses. 
In that one it is conjugal infelicity ; in that one, a 
dissipated son; in that, a dissolute father; in that, an 
idiot child; in that, the prospect of bankruptcy.” 
This world’s wealth can give no permanent satisfac- 
tion. This is not your rest. 

ee FAME IS A VAPOR. 
~You and I have seen men try in another direction. 
A man says: “If I could only rise to such and sucha 
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place of renown ; if I could only gain that office; if I 
could only get the stand and have my sentiments met 
with one good round of hand-clapping applause ; if I 
could only write a book that would live, or make a 
speech that would thrill, or do an action that would 
resound!” The tide turns in his favor. His name 
is on ten thousand lips. He is bowed to and sought 
after and advanced. Men drink his health at great 
dinners. At his fiery words the multitudes huzza. 
From galleries of beauty they throw garlands. From 
housetops, as he passes in long procession, they shake 
out the national standards. Here let him rest. It is 
eleven o’clock at night. On pillow stuffed with a 
nation’s praise let him lie down. Hush, all disturbant 
voices! In his dream let there be hoisted a throne, . 
and across it march a coronation. Hush, hush! 
“Wake up!” says a rough voice. “Political senti- 
ment is changing. How if you should lose this place 
of honor? Wake up! The morning papers are to 
be full of denunciation. Hearken to the execrations 
of those who once caressed you! By to-morrow night 
there will be multitudes sneering at the words which | 
last night you expected would be universally admired. 
How can you sleep when everything depends upon the 
next turn of the great tragedy? Up, man! Off of 
this pillow!” The man, with head yet hot from his 
last oration, starts up suddenly, looks out upon the 
night, but sees nothing except the flowers that lie on 
his stand, or the scroll from which he read his speech, 
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or the books from which he quoted his authorities, 
and goes to his desk to finish his neglected corre- 
spondence, or to pen an indignant line to some reporter, 
or sketch the plan for a public defense against the 
assaults of the people. Happy when he got his first 
lawyer’s brief, exultant when he triumphed over his 
first political rival, yet, sitting on the very top of all 
that this world offers of praise, he exclaims, “ No rest, 
no rest !” 


FROM DESPAIR TO TRIUMPH. 


The very world that now applauds will soon hiss. 
That world said of the great Webster: “What a 
statesman! What wonderful exposition of the Con- 
stitution! A man fit for any position.” That same 
world said after awhile: “Down with him! He is 
an office-seeker. He is a sot. He is a libertine. 
Away with him!” And there is no peace for the 
man until he lays down his broken heart in the grave 
at Marshfield. Jeffrey thought that if he could only 
be judge that would be the making of him ; he got to 
be judge and cursed the day in which he was born. 
Alexander wanted to submerge the world with his 
greatness; he submerged it and then drank himself 
to death because he could not stand the trouble. 
Burns thought he would give everything if he could 
win the favor of courts and princes; he won it, and 
amid the shouts of a great entertainment when poets 
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and orators and duchesses were adoring his genius he 
wished that he could creep back into the obscurity in 
which he dwelt when he wrote of the 


Daisy, wee, modest, crimson-tipped flower. 


Napoleon wanted to make all Europe tremble at his 
power ; he made it tremble, then died, his entire mili- 
tary achievements dwindling down to a pair of military 
boots which he insisted on having on his feet when 
dying. At Versailles I saw a picture of Napoleon in © 
his triumphs. I went into another room and saw a 
bust of Napoleon as he appeared at St. Helena; but 
oh, what grief and anguish in the face of the latter! 
The first was Napoleon in triumph; the last was Na- 
poleon with his heart broken. How they laughed and 
eried when silver-tongued Sheridan, in the midday of 
prosperity, harangued the people of Britain, and how 
they howled at and execrated him when, outside of 
the room where his corpse lay, his creditors tried to get 
his miserable bones and sell them ! 

This world for rest? “Aha!” ery the waters, 
“no rest here! We plunge to the sea.” “Aha!” 
cry the mountains, “no rest here! We crumble to 
the plain.” “Aha!” ery the towers, “no rest here! 
We follow Babylon and Thebes and Nineveh into the 
dust.” No rest for the flowers; they fade. No rest 
for the stars; they die. No rest for man; he must 
work, toil, suffer, and slave. 
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ARISE YE AND DEPART. 


_ Now, for what have I said all this? Just to prepare 
you for the text, “ Arise ye and depart, for this is not 
your rest.” I am going to make you a grand offer. 
Some of you remember that when gold was discovered 
in California large companies were made up and started 
off to get their fortune. I want to make up a party 
for the land of gold. I hold in my hand a deed from 
the proprietor of the estate, in which he offers to all 
“who will join the company ten thousand shares of 
infinite value in a city whose streets are gold, whose 
harps are gold, whose crowns are gold. You have read 
of the crusaders—how that many thousands of them 
went off to conquer the holy sepulcher. I ask you to 
join a grander crusade, not for the purpose of conquer- 
ing the sepulcher of a dead Christ, but for the purpose 
of reaching the throne of a living Jesus. When an 
army is to be made up, the recruiting officer examines 
the volunteers. He tests their eyesight, he sounds 
their lungs, he measures their stature. They must be 
just right, or they are rejected. But there shall be no 
partiality in making up’ this army of Christ. What- 
ever your moral or physical stature, whatever your 
dissipations, whatever your crimes, whatever your 
weaknesses, I have a commission from the Lord 
Almighty to make up this regiment of redeemed souls, 
and I ery, “ Arise ye and depart, for this is not you 
rest.” 
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Many of you have lately joined this company, and 
my desire is that you may all joinit. Why not? 
You know in your own hearts’ experience that what I 
have said about this world is true—that it is no place 
to rest in. There are hundreds here weary—oh, how 
weary !—weary with sin, weary with trouble, weary 
with bereavement. Some of you have been pierced 
through and through. You carry the scars of a 
thousand conflicts, in which you have bled at every 
pore, and you sigh, “Oh, that I had the wings of a 
dove, that I might fly away and be at rest!” You 
have taken the cup of this world’s pleasures and drunk 
it tothe dregs, and still the thirst claws at your tongue, 
and the fever strikes to your brain. You have chased 
pleasure through every valley, by every stream, amid 
every brightness and under every shadow, but just at 
the moment when you were all ready to put your hand 
upon the rosy, laughing sylph of the wood she turned 
upon you with the glare of a fiend and the eye of a 
satyr, her locks adders and her breath the chill damp 
of agrave. Outof Jesus Christ no rest. No voice to 
silence the storm. No light to kindle the darkness. 
No dry dock to repair the split bulwark. 


THE FINAL REST. 


Thank God, I can tell you something better. If 
there is no rest on earth, there is rest in heaven. Oh, 
ye who are worn out with work, your hands calloused, 
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your backs bent, your eyes half put out, your fingers 
worn with the needle that in this world you may never 
lay down, ye discouraged ones, who have been waging 
a hand-to-hand fight for bread, ye to whom the night 
brings little rest and the morning more drudgery—oh, 
ye of the weary hand, and of the weary side, and the 
weary foot, hear me talk about rest ! 

Look at that company of enthroned ones. Look at 
their hands; at their feet; at their eyes. It cannot 
be that those bright ones ever toiled? Yes, yes! 
These packed the Chinese tea-boxes, and through mis- 
sionary instruction escaped into glory. These swel- 
tered on Southern plantations, and one night after the 
‘cotton-picking went up as white as if they had never 
been black. Those died of over-toil in the Lowell car- 
pet factories, and these in Manchester mills. Those 
helped build the pyramids, and these broke away from 
work on the day Christ was hounded out of Jerusalem. 
No more towers to build; heaven is done. No more 
garments to weave; the robes are finished. No more 
harvests.to raise; the garners are full. Oh, sons and 
daughters of toil, arise ye and depart, for that is your 
rest ! 

Scoville McCallum, a boy of my Sunday school, while 
dying, said to his mother, “ Don’t cry, but sing, smg— 


“ «There is rest for the weary.” 


Then, putting his wasted hand over his heart, said, 


“There is rest for me.” 
21 
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A GLORIOUS CONSOLATION. 


Oh, ye whose locks are wet with the dews of the 
night of grief; ye whose hearts are heavy because 
those well-known footsteps sound no more at the door- 
way, yonder is your rest! There is David triumphant, 
but once he bemoaned Absalom. There is Abraham 
enthroned, but once he wept for Sarah. There is Paul 
exultant, but he once sat with his feet in the stocks. 
There is Payson radiant with immortal health, but on 
earth he was always sick. No toil, no tears, no part- 
ings, no strife, no agonizing cough to-night. No 
storm to ruffle the crystal sea. No alarm to strike 
from the cathedral towers. No dirge throbbing from 
seraphic harps. No tremor in the everlasting song. 
but rest—perfect rest—unending rest ! 

Into that rest how many. of our loved ones have 
gone! The little children have been gathered up into 
the bosom of Christ. One of them went out of the 
arms of a widowed mother, following its father, who 
died afew weeks before. Inits last moment it seemed 
to see the departed father, for it said, looking upward 
with brightened countenance, “ Papa, take me up!” 

Others put down the work of mid-life, feeling they 
could hardly be spared from the office or store or shop 
for a day, but are to be spared from it forever. Your 
mother went. Having lived a life of Christian con- 
sistency here, ever busy with kindness for her children, 
her heart full of that meek and quiet spirit that is in 
the sight of God of great price, suddenly her counte- 
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nance was transfigured, and the gate was opened, and 
she took her place amid that great cloud of witnesses 
that hover about the throne. 

Glorious consolation! They are not dead. You 
cannot make me believe they are dead. They have 
only moved on. With more love than that with which 
they greet us on earth, they watch us from their high 
place, and their voices cheer us in our struggle for the 
sky. Hail, spirits blessed, now that ye have passed 
the flood and won the crown! With weary feet we 
press up the shining way, until in everlasting reunion 
we shall meet again. Oh, won’t it be grand when, our 
conflicts done and our partings over, we shall clasp 
hands and cry out, “ This is heaven!” 


HERE AND IN HEAVEN. 
VICTORY OVER PAIN. 


THE WOES OF TIME AND THE JOYS OF ETERNITY—A GLIMPSE OF 
LIFE IN THE HEAVENLY CITY—CONSOLATION OF THE TRUTH OF 
REVELATION. 


‘‘ Neither shall there be any more pain.”—Revelation xxi. 4. 


Tue first question that you ask when about to change 
your residence to any city is: “ What is the health of 
the place? Is it shaken of terrible disorders? What 
are the bills of mortality? What is the death-rate ? 
How high rises the thermometer?” And am I not 
reasonable in asking, What are the sanitary conditions 
of the heavenly city into which we all hope to move ? 
My text answers it by saying, “ Neither shall there be 
any more pain.” 


NO PAIN IN HEAVEN. 


First, I remark, there will be no pain of disappoint- 
ment in heaven. If I could put the picture of what 
you anticipated of life when you began it beside the 
picture of what you have realized, I would find a great 


cee: You have stumbled upon great disappoint- 
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ments. Perhaps you expected riches, and you have 
worked hard enough to gain them; you have planned 
and worried and persisted until your hands were worn, 
and your brain was racked, and your heart fainted, 
and at the end of this long strife with misfortune you 
find that if you have not been positively defeated it 
has been a drawn battle. It is still tug and tussle, 
this year losing what you gained last, financial uncer- 
tainties, pulling down faster than you build. For 
perhaps twenty or thirty years you have been running 
your craft straight into the teeth of the wind. 

Perhaps you have had domestic disappointment. 
Your children, upon whose education you lavished 
your hard-earned dollars, have not turned out as ex- 
pected. Notwithstanding all your counsels and prayers 
and painstaking, they will not do right. Many a 
good father has had a bad boy. Absalom trod on 
David’s heart. That mother never imagined all this 
as, twenty or thirty years ago, she sat by that child’s 
cradle. 

Your life has been a chapter of disappointments. 
But come with me, and I will show you a different 
scene. By God’s grace entering the other city, you 
will never again have a blasted hope. The most jubi- 
lant of expectations will not reach the realization. 
Coming to the top of one hill of joy, there will be 
other heights rising up in the vision. This song of 
transport will but lift you to higher anthems, the 
sweetest choral but a prelude to more tremendous har- 
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mony, all things better than you had anticipated—the 
robe richer, the crown brighter, the temple grander, 
the throng mightier. 

Further, I remark, there will be no pain of weari- 
ness. It may be many hours since you quit work, but 
many of you are unrested, some from overwork, and 
some from dullness of trade, the latter more exhaust- 
ing than the former. Your ankles ache, your spirits 
flag, you want rest. Are these wheels always to turn, 
these shuttles to fly, these axes to hew, these shovels 
to delve, these pens to fly, these books to be posted, 
these goods to be sold ? 


NO WORK AND NO POVERTY. 


Ah, the great holiday approaches. No more curse 
of taskmakers. No more stooping until the back 
aches. No more calculation until the brain is bewil- 
dered. No more pain. No more carpentry, for the 
mansions are all built. No more masonry, for the 
walls are all reared. No more diamond-cutting, for 
the gems are all set. No more gold-beating, for the 
crowns are all completed. No more agriculture, for 
the harvests are spontaneous. 

Further, there will be no more pain of poverty. It 
is a hard thing to be really poor: to have your coat 
wear out and no money to get another; to have your 
flour-barrel empty and nothing to buy bread with for 
your children; to live in an unhealthy row and no 
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means to change your habitation ; to have your child 
sick with some mysterious disease and not be able to 
secure eminent medical ability ; to have son or daughter 
begin the world and you not have anything to help 
them in starting, with a mind capable of research and 
high contemplation. to be perpetually fixed on ques- 
tions of mere livelihood. 

Poets try to throw a romance about the poor man’s 
cot, but there is no romance about it. Poverty is 
hard, cruel, unrelenting. . But Lazarus waked up with- 
out his rags and his diseases, and so all of Christ’s 
poor wake up at last without any of their disadvan- 
tages—no almshouses, for they are all princes ; no 
rents to pay, for the residence is gratuitous ; no gar- 
ments to buy, for the robes are divinely fashioned ; 
no seats in church for poor folks, but equality among 
temple-worshipers; no hovels, no hard crusts, no in- 
sufficient apparel. “They shall hunger no more, 
neither thirst any more, neither shall the sun light on 
them nor any heat.” No more pain ! 


NO MORE PARTING. 


Further, there will be no pain of parting. All 
these associations must some time break up. We 
clasp hands and walk together, and talk and laugh 
and weep together, but we must after awhile separate. 
Your grave will be in one place, mine in another. 
We look each other full in the face for the last time. 
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We will be sitting together some evening or walking 
together some day, and nothing will be unusual in our 
appearance or our conversation, but God knows that it 
is the last time, and messengers from eternity on their 
errand to take us away know it is the last time, and 
in heaven, where they make ready for our departing 
spirits, tney know it is the last time. 

Oh, the long agony of earthly separation! It is 
awful to stand in your nursery fighting death back 
from the couch of your child, and try to hold fast the 
little one, and see all the time that he is getting 
weaker, and the breath is shorter, and make outery to 
God to help us and to the doctors to save him, and 
see it is of no avail, and then to know that his spirit 
is gone and that you have nothing left but the casket 
that held the jewel, and that in two or three days you 
must even put that away and walk around about the 
house and find it desolate, sometimes feeling rebel- 
hous, and then to resolve to feel differently and to 
resolve on self-control, and, just as you have come to 
what you think is perfect self-control, to suddenly 
come upon some little coat or picture or shoe half 
worn out, and how all the floods of the soul burst in 
one wild wail of agony! Oh, my God, how hard it is 
to part, to close the eyes that never can look merry at 
our coming, to kiss the hand that will never again do 
us a kindness! I know religion gives great consola- 
tion in such an hour, and we ought to be comforted, 
but anyhow and anyway you make it it is awful. 
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NO TEARS NOR CRAPE. 


On steamboat-wharf and at rail-car window we may 
smile when we say farewell, but these good-byes at 
the death-bed—they just take hold of the heart with 
iron-pinchers and tear it out by the roots, until all the 
fibers quiver and curl in the torture and drop thick 
blood. These separations are wine-presses, into which 
our hearts, like red clusters, are thrown, and then 
trouble turns the windlass round and round until we 
are utterly crushed and have no more capacity to suf- 
fer, and we stop crying because we have wept all our 
tears. - 

On every street, on every doorstep, by every couch, 
there have been partings. But once past the heavenly 
portals, and you are through with such scenes forever. 
In that land there are many hand-claspings and em- 
bracings, but only in recognition. That great home- 
circle never breaks. Once find your comrades there, 
and you have them forever. No crape floats from 
the door of that blissful residence. No cleft hillside 
where the dead sleep. All awake, wide awake, and 
forever. No pushing out of emigrant ship for foreign 
shores. No tolling of bell as the funeral passes. 
Whole generations in glory. Hand to hand, heart to 
heart, joy to joy. No creeping up the limbs of the 
death-chill, the feet cold until hot flannels cannot 
warm them. No rattle of sepulchral gates. No part- 
ing’, no pain. 
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Further, the heavenly city will have no pain of 
body. The race is pierced with sharp distresses. The 
surgeon’s knife must cut. The dentist’s pinchers 
must pull. Pain is fought with pain. The world is 
a hospital. Scores of diseases, like vultures contend- 
ing for a carcass, struggle as to which shall have it. 
Our natures are infinitely susceptible to suffering. 
The eye, the foot, the hand, with immense capacity 
of anguish. 

The little child meets at the entrance of life mani- 
fold diseases. You hear the shrill cry of infancy as 
the lancet strikes into the swollen gum. You see its 
head toss in consuming fevers that take more than 
half of them into the dust. Old age passes, dizzy 
and weak and short-breathed and dim-sighted. On 
every northeast wind come down pleurisies and pneu- 
monias. War lifts its sword and hacks away the life 
of whole generations. The hospitals of the earth 
groan into the ear of God their complaint. Asiatic 
choleras and ship-fevers and typhoids and London 
plagues make the world’s knees knock together. 


EARTHLY SUFFERING. 


Pain has gone through every street and up every 
ladder and down every shaft. It is on the wave, on 
the mast, on the beach. Wounds from clip of ele- 
phant’s tusk and adder’s sting and crocodile’s tooth 
and horse’s hoof and wheel’s revolution. We gather 
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up the infirmities of our parents and transmit to our 
children the inheritance augmented by our own sick- 
nesses, and they add to them their own disorders, to 
pass the inheritance to other generations. In a. pb. 
262 the plague in Rome smote into the dust 5,000 
citizens daily. In 544, in Constantinople, 1,000 grave- 
diggers were not enough to bury the dead. In 1813 
ophthalmia seized the whole Prussian army. At 
times the earth has sweltered with suffering. | 

Count up the pains of Austerlitz, where 30,000 
fell; of Fontenoy, where 100,000 fell; of Chalons, 
where 300,009 fell; of Marius’ fight, in which 290,000 
fell; of the tragedy at Herat, where Genghis Khan 
massacred 1,600,090 men, and of Nishar, where he 
slew 1,747,000 people; of the 18,000,000 this mon- 
ster sacrificed in fourteen years as he went forth to do 
as he declared, to exterminate the entire Chinese na- 
tion and make the empire a pasture for cattle. 

Think of the death-throes of the 5,000,000 men - 
sacrificed in one campaign of Xerxes. Think of the 
120,000 that perished in the siege of Ostend, of 300,000 
dead at Acre, of 1,100,000 dead in the siege of Jeru-— 
salem, of 1,816,000 of the dead at Troy, and then 
complete the review by considering the stupendous 
estimate of Edmund Burke, that the loss by war had 
been thirty-five times the entire then present popula- 
tion of the globe. 

Go through and examine the lacerations, the gun- 
shot fractures, the saber-wounds, the gashes of the 
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battle-ax, the slain of bombshell and exploded mine 
and falling wall and those destroyed under the gun- 
carriage, and the hoof of the cavalry horse, the burn- 
ing thirsts, the camp fevers, the frosts that shivered, 
the tropical suns that smote. Add it up, gather it 
into one line, compress it into one word, spell it in one 
syllable, clank it in one chain, pour it out in one groan, 
distill it into one tear. 

Aye, the world has writhed in 6,000 years of suffer- 
ing. Why doubt the possibility of a future world of 
suffering when we see the tortures that have been in- 
flicted in this? A deserter from Sevastopol, coming 
over to the army of the allies, poimted back to the 
fortress and said, “ That place is a perfect hell.” 

Our lexicographers, aware of the immense necessity 
of having plenty of words to express the different 
shades of trouble, have strewn over their pages such 
words as “ annoyance,’ “ distress,” “ grief,” “ bitter- 
ness,” “ heartache,’ “misery,” “twinge,” “ pang,” 
“torture,” “affliction,” “anguish,” “ tribulation,” 
“wretchedness,” “woe.” But I have a glad sound 
for every hospital, for every sick-room, for every life- 
long invalid, for every broken heart. “There shall 


be no more pain.” Thank God! Thank God! 


RECOGNITION. 


No malarias float in the air. No bruised foot treads 
that street. No weary arm. No painful respiration. 
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No hectic flush. No one can drink of that healthy 
fountain and keep faint-hearted or faint-headed. He 
whose foot touches that pavement becometh an athlete. 
The first kiss of that summer air will take the wrinkles 
from the old man’s cheek. Amid the multitude of 
songsters not one diseased throat. The first flash of 
the throne will scatter the darkness of those who were 
born blind. See, the lame man leaps asa hart and 
the dumb sing. From that bath of infinite delight 
we shall step forth, our weariness forgotten. Who 
are those radiant ones? Why, that one had his jaw 
shot off at Fredericksburg ; that one lost his eyes in a 
powder blast ; that one had his back broken by a fall 
from the ship’s halyards; that one died of gangrene 
in the hospital. No more pain. Sure enough, here 
is Robert Hall, who never before saw a well day, and 
Edward Payson, whose body was ever torn of distress, 
and Richard Baxter, who passed through untold phys- 
ical torture. All well. No more pain. Here, too, 
are the Theban legion, a great host of 6,666 put 
to the sword for Christ’s sake. No distortion on their 
countenances. No fires to hurt them, or floods to 
drown them, or racks to tear them. All well. Here 
are the Scotch Covenanters, none to hunt them now. 
The dark cave and imprecations of Lord Claverhouse 
exchanged for temple service, and the presence of Him 
who helped Hugh Latimer out of the fire. All well. 
No more pain. 

I set open the door of heaven until there blows on 
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you this refreshing breeze. The fountains of God 
have. made it cool, and the gardens have made it sweet. 
I do not know that Solomon ever heard on a hot day 
the ice click in an ice-pitcher, but he wrote as if he 
did when he said, “ As cold waters to a thirsty soul, 
so is good news from a far country.” 

Clambering among the Green Mountains I was tired — 
and hot and thirsty, and I shall not forget how refresh- 
ing it was when, after awhile, I heard the mountain- 
brook tumbling over the rocks. I had no cup, no 
chalice, so I got down on my knees and face to drink. 
Oh, ye climbers on the journey, with cut feet and 
parched tongues and fevered temples, listen to the 
rumbling of sapphire brooks, amid flowered banks, 
over golden shelvings. Listen! “The Lamb which 
is in the midst of the throne shall lead them unto 
living fountains of water.” Ido not offer it to you in 
a chalice. To take this you must bend. Get down 
on your knees and on your face, and drink out of this 
great fountain of God’s consolation. “ And, lo, I 
heard a voice from heaven, as the voice of many 

waters.” 
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PART II. 


SELECTIONS FROM THE WRITINGS AND PULPIT UTTERANCES OF THE 
Rey. T. DE Witt TALMAGE D.D. 


FROM A. TO Z. 


AVARICE. 


‘In the first place, I remark that a life of mere 
money-getting is always a failure, because you will 
never get as much as you want. The poorest people 
in this country are the richest, and next to them those 
who are half as rich. There is not a scissors-grinder 
on the streets of New York or Brooklyn who is so 
anxious to make money as these men who have piled 
up fortunes year after year in storehouses, in govern- 
ment securities, in tenement houses, in whole city 
blocks. You ought to see them jump when they hear 
the fire-bell rg. You ought to see them in their 
excitement when some bank explodes. You ought to 
see their agitation when there is proposed a reforma- 
tion in the tariff. Their nerves tremble like harp- 
strings, but no music in the vibration. They read the 
reports from Wall Street in the morning with a concern- 
ment that threatens paralysis or apoplexy, or more prob- 
ably they have a telegraph or a telephone in their own 
house, so they catch every breath of change in the 


money market. The disease of accumulation has eaten, 
39 
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into them—eaten into their heart, into their lungs, 
into their spleen, into their liver, into their bones. 

Chemists have sometimes analyzed the human body, 
and they say it is so much magnesia, so much lime, 
so much chlorate of potassium. If some Christian 
chemist would analyze one of these financial behe- 
moths, he would find he is made up of copper and gold 
and silver and zine and lead and coal and iron. That 
is not a life worth living. There are too many earth- 
quakes in it; too many agonies in it; too many per- 
ditions in it. They build their castles, and they open 
their picture galleries, and they summon prima-donnas, 
and they offer every inducement for happiness to come 
and live there, but happiness will not come. 

They send foot-manned and postilioned equipage 
to bring her. She will not ride to their door. They 
send princely escort. She will not take their arm. 
They make their gateways triumphal arches. She 
will not ride under them. They set a golden throne 
before a golden plate. She turns away from the 
banquet. They call to her from upholstered balcony. 
She will not listen. Mark you, this is the failure of 
those who have had large accumulation. 

And then you must take into consideration that the 
vast majority of those who make the dominant idea of 
life money-getting fall far short of affluence. It is 
estimated that only but two out of a hundred business 
men have anything worthy the name of success. A 
man who spends his life with the one dominant idea 
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of financial accumulation spends a life not worth 
living. 

So the idea of worldly approval. If that be dom- 
inant in a man’s life, he is miserable. The two most 
unfortunate men in this country for the six months of 
next presidential campaign will be the two men nom- 
inated for the presidency. The reservoirs of abuse 
and diatribe and malediction will gradually fill up, 
gallon above gallon, hogshead above hogshead, and— 
about autumn these two reservoirs will be brimming 
full, and a hose will be attached to each one, and it 
will play away on these nominees, and they will have 
to stand it and take the abuse, and the falsehood, and 
the caricature, and the anathema, and the caterwaul- 
ing, and the filth, and they will be rolled in it and 
rolled over and over in it until they are choked and 
submerged and strangulated, and at every sign of re- 
turning consciousness they will be barked at by all 
the hounds of political parties from ocean to ocean. 
And yet there are a hundred men to-day struggling 
for that privilege, and there are thousands of men 
who are helping them in the struggle. Now, that is 
not a life worth living. You can get slandered and 
abused cheaper than that. Take it on a smaller scale. 
Do not be so ambitious to have a whole reservoir rolled 
over on you. But what you see in the matter of high 
political preferment you see in every community in 
the struggle for what is called social position. 
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SOCIAL AMBITIONS. 


Tens of thousands of people trying to get into that 
realm, and they are under terrific tension. What is 
social position? It is a difficult thing to define, but 
we all know what it is. Good morals and intelligence 
are not necessary, but wealth or the show of wealth, 
is absolutely indispensable. There are men to-day as 
notorious for their libertinism as the night is famous 
for its darkness who move in what is called high social 
position. There are hundreds of out-and-out rakes in 
American society whose names are mentioned among 
the distinguished guests at the great levées. They 
have annexed all the known vices and are longing for 
other worlds of diabolism to conquer. Good morals 
are not necessary in many of the exalted circles of 
society. 

Neither is intelligence necessary. You find in that 
realm men who would not know an adverb from an 
‘adjective if they met it a hundred times a day, and 
who could not write a letter of acceptance or regrets 
without the aid of a secretary. They buy their libra- 
ries by the square yard, only anxious to have the bind- 
ing Russian. Their ignorance is positively sublime, 
making English grammar almost disreputable. And 
yet the finest parlors open beforethem. Good morals 
and intelligence are not necessary, but wealth or a 
show of wealth is positively indispensable. It does 
not make any difference how you get your wealth if 
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you only get it. The best way for you to get into so- 
cial position is for you to buy alarge amount on cred- 
it, then put your property in your wife’s name, have 
a few preferred creditors and then make an assign- 
ment. Then disappear from the community until 
the breeze is over, and then come back and startin the 
same business. Do you not see how beautifully that 
will put out all the people who are in competition with 
you and trying to make an honest living? How 
quickly it will get you into high social position! 
What is the use of forty or fifty years of hard work 
when you can by two or three bright strokes make a 
great fortune? Ah, my friends, when you really lose 
your money, how quick they will let you drop, and the 
higher you get the harder you will drop. 

There are thousands in that realm to-day who are 
anxious to keep it. There are thousands in that realm 
who are nervous for fear they will fall out of it, and 
there are changes going on every year, and every 
month, and every hour which involve heartbreaks that 
are never reported. High social life is constantly in 
a flutter about the delicate question as to whom they 
shall let in and whom they shall push out, and the 
battle is going on—pier-mirror against pier-mirror, 
chandelier against chandelier, wine-cellar against wine- 
cellar, wardrobe against wardrobe, equipage against 
equipage. Uncertainty and insecurity dominant in 
that realm, wretchedness enthroned, torture at a pre- 
mium, and a life not worth living. 
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A life of sin, a life of pride, a life of indulgence, a 
life of worldliness, a life devoted to the world, the flesh 
and the devil, is a failure, a dead failure, an infinite 
failure. I care not. how many presents you send to 
that cradle, or how many garlands you send to that 
grave, you need to put right under the name on the 
tombstone this inscription: “ Better for that man if 
he had never been born.” 

But I shall show you a life that is worthliving. A 
young man says: “I am here. Iam_ not responsible 
for my ancestry. Others decided that. I am not re- 
sponsible for my temperament. God gave me that. 
But here I am in the afternoon of the nineteenth cen- 
tury at twenty years of age. Iam here, and I must 
take an account of stock. Here I have a body which 
is a divinely constructed engine. I must put it to the 
very best uses, and I must allow nothing to damage this 
rarest of machinery. ‘Two feet, and they mean loco- 
motion. ‘Two eyes, and they mean capacity to pick 
out my own way. ‘Two ears, and they are telephones 
of communication with all the outside world, and they 
mean capacity to catch sweetest music and the voices 
of friendship—the very best music. A tongue, with 
almost infinity of articulation. Yes, hands with which 
to welcome or resist or lift or smite or wave or bless— 


hands to help myself and help others. 


THE BOOK OF BOOKS. 


There are many people to whom the Bible does not 
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amount to much. If they- merely look at the outside 
beauty, why, it will no more lead them to Christ than 
Washington’s farewell address, or the Koran of Mo- 
hammed, or the Shaster of the Hindoos. It is the in- 
ward light of God’s Word you must get. I went up 
to the Church of the Madeleine in Paris and looked 
at the doors, which are the most wonderfully con- 
structed I ever saw, and I could have stayed there fora 
whole week, but Ihad only a little time. So, having 
glanced at the wonderful carving on the doors, I passed 
in and looked at the radiant altars and the sculptured 
dome. Alas, that so many stop at the outside door of 
God’s holy Word, looking at the rhetorical beauties in- 
stead of going in and looking at the altars of sacrifice 
and the dome of God’s mercy and salvation that hovers 
over penitent and believing souls ! 

Oh, my friends, if you want tostudy the laws of lan- 
guage, do not go to the Bible. It was not made for 
that. Take “ Howe’s Elements of Criticism.” It will 
be better than the Bible for that. If you want to 
study metaphysics, better than the Bible will be the 
writings of William Hamilton. But if you want to 
know how to have sin pardoned and at last to gain the 
blessedness of heaven, search the Scriptures, “for in 
them ye have eternal life.” 

When people are anxious about their souls, there 
are those who recommend good books. That is all 
right. But I want to tell you that the Bible is the 
best book under such circumstances. Baxter wrote “ A 
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Call to the Unconverted,” but the Bible is the best 
call to the unconverted. Philip Doddridge wrote 
“The Rise and Progress of Religion in the Soul,” but 
the Bible is the best rise and progress. John Angell 
James wrote “ Advice to the Anxious Inquirer,” but 
the Bible is the best advice to the anxious inquirer. 

Oh, the Bible is the very book you need, anxious 
and inquiring soul! A dying soldier said to his mate, 
“Comrade, give me a drop!” The comrade shook 
up the canteen and said, “ There isn’t a drop of water 
in the canteen.” “Oh,” said the dying soldier, 
“that’s not what I want. Feel in my knapsack for 
my Bible,” and his comrade found the Bible and read 
him a few of the gracious promises, and the dying sol- 
dier said: “ Ah, that’s what I want. There isn’t any- 
thing like the Bible for a dying soldier, is there, my 
comrade?” Oh, blessed book while we live! Blessed. 
book when we die! 


99 


A GLORIOUS BOOK. 


So Christianity 1s fallmg back, and the Bible, they 
say, 1s becoming an obsolete book. I go into a court, 
and wherever I find a judge’s bench or a clerk’s desk 
I find a Bible. Upon what book could there be uttered 
the solemnity of an oath? What book is apt to be 
putin the trunk of the young man as he leaves for city 
life? The Bible. What shall I find in nine out of 
every ten homes in Brooklyn ? ~The Bible. In nine 
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out of every ten homes in Christendom? The Bible. 
Voltaire wrote the prophecy that the Bible in the nine- 
teenth century would become extinct. The century is 
nearly gone, and as there have been more Bibles pub- 
lished in the latter part of the century than in the for- 
mer part of the century do you think the Bible will 
become extinct in the next six years? 

I have to tell you that the room in which Voltaire 
wrote that prophecy not long ago was crowded from 
floor to ceiling with Bibles from Switzerland. Sup- 
pose the Congress of the United States should pass 
a law that there should be no more Bibles printed in 
America and no more Bibles read. If there are forty 
million grown people in the United States, there would 
be forty million people in an army to put down such 
a law and defend their right to read the Bible. But 
suppose the Congress of the United States should make 
a law against the reading or the publication of any 
other book, how many people would go out in such a 
crusade ? 

Could you get forty million people to go out and 
risk thew lives in defense of Shakespeare’s tragedies 
or Gladstone’s tracts or Macaulay’s “ History of Eng- 
land?” You know that there are one thousand men 
who would die in defense of this book where there is 
not more than one man who would die in defense of 
any other book. You try to insult my common-sense 
by telling me the Bible is fading out from the 
world. 


348 GEMS OF RELIGIOUS THOUGHT. 


It is the most popular book of the century. How 
do I know it? I know it just as I know in regard to 
other books. How many volumes of that book are 
published? Well, you say, five thousand. How 
many copies of that book are published? A hundred 
thousand. Which is the more popular? Why, of 
course the one that has a hundred-thousand circula- 
tion. And if this book has more copies abroad in the 
world, if there are five times as many Bibles abroad as 
any other book, does not that show you that the most 
popular book on the planet to-day is the word of God? 

“Oh,” say people, “the church is a collection of 
hypocrites, and it is losing its power, and it is fading 
out from the world.” Is it? <A bishop of the Meth- 
odist church told me that that denomination averages 
two new churches every day of the year. There are 
at least one thousand five hundred new Christian 
churches built in America every year. Does that look 
as though the church were fading out, as though it 
were a defunct institution ? Which institution stands 
nearest the hearts of the people of America to-day ? 
T do not care in what village, or in what city, or what 
neighborhood you go. Which institution isit? Is it 
the post-office? Is it the hotel? Is it the lecturing 
hall? Ah, you know it is not. You know that the 
institution which stands nearest to the hearts of the 
American people is the Christian church. Ifyou have 
ever seen a church burn down, you have seen thou- 
sands of people standing and looking at it—people who 
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never go into a church—the tears raining down their 


cheeks. The whole story is told. 


BEREAVEMENT. 


Why these long shadows of bereavement across this 
audience? Why is it that in almost every assemblage 
black is the predominant color of the apparel? Is it 
because you do not like saffron or brown or violet? 
Oh, no! You say, “The world is not so bright to us 
as once it was,” and there is a story of silent voices, 
and of still feet, and of loved ones gone, and when you 
look over the hills expecting. only beauty and _loveli- 
ness you find only devastation and woe. Ziklag in 
ashes ! 

One day, in Ulster County, N. Y., the village church 
was decorated until the fragrance of the flowers was 
almost bewildering. The maidens of the village had 
emptied the place of flowers upon one marriage altar. 
One of their own number was affianced to a minister 
of Christ, who had come to take her to his own home. 
With hands joined, amid a congratulatory audience, 
the vows were taken. In three days from that time 
one of those who stood at the altar exchanged earth 
for heaven. The wedding-march broke down into the 
funeral dirge. There were not enough flowers now 
for the coffin-lid, because they had all been taken for 
the bridal hour. The dead minister of Christ is 
brought to another village. 
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He had gone out from them less than a week before 
in his strength; now he comes home lifeless. The 
whole church bewailed him. The solemn procession 
moved around to look upon the still face that once had 
beamed the messages of salvation. Little children 
were lifted up to look at him. And some of those 
whom he had comforted in days of sorrow, when they 
passed that silent form, made the place dreadful with 
their weeping. Another village emptied of its flowers 
—some of them put in the shape of a cross to symbol- 
ize his hope, others put in the shape of a crown to 
symbolize his triumph. A hundred lights blown out 
in one strong gust from the open door of a sepulcher. 


Ziklag in ashes ! 
CHRIST'S BEAUTY. 


But in no climate and in no age did there ever 
appear any one who, in physical attractiveness, could 
be compared to Him whom my text celebrates thou- 
sands of years before He put His infantile foot on the 
hill back of Bethlehem. He was and is altogether 
lovely. The physical appearance of Christ is, for the 
most part, an artistic guess. Some writers declare 
Him to have been a brunette, or dark-complexioned, 
and others, a blond, or light-complexioned. St. John 
of Damascus, writing 1,100 years ago and so much 
nearer than ourselves to the time of Christ, and hence, 
with more likelihood of accurate tradition, represents 
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Him with beard black and curly, eyebrows joined to- 
gether and “yellow complexion and long fingers, like 
his mother.” An author writing 1,500 years ago 
represents Christ as a blond: “ His hair is the color 
of wine and golden at the root, straight and without 
luster, but from the level of the ears curling and 
glossy and divided down the center after the fashion 
of the Nazarenes. His forehead is even and smooth, 
His face without blemish and enhanced by a tempered 
bloom ; His countenance ingenuous and kind. Nose 
and mouth are in no way faulty. His beard is full, 
of the same color as His hair and forked in form ; 
His eyes blue and extremely brilliant.” 

My opinion is, it was a Jewish face. His mother 
was a Jewess, and there is no womanhood on earth 
more beautiful than Jewish womanhood. Alas, that 
He lived so long before the daguerrean and photo- 
graphic arts were born, or we might have known His 
exact features. I know that sculpture and painting 
were borri long before Christ, and they might have 
transferred from olden times to our times, the fore- 
head, the nostril, the eye, the lips of our Lord. 

Phidias, the sculptor, put down his chisel of en- 
chantment 500 years before Christ came. Why did 
not some one take up that chisel and give us the side 
face or full face of our Lord? Polygnotus, the 
painter, put down his pencil 400 years before Christ. 
Why did not some one take it up and give us at least 
the eye of our Lord, the eye, that sovereign of the 
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face? Dionysius, the literary artist, who saw at Heli: 
opolis, Egypt, the strange darkening of the heavens 
at the time of Christ’s crucifixion near Jerusalem, and 
not knowing what it was, but describing it as a pecul- 
iar eclipse of the sun, and saying, “ Hither the Deity 
suffers or sympathizes with some sufferer,’ that Dio- 
nysius might have put his pen to the work and drawn 
the portrait of our Lord. But, no; the fine arts were 
busy perpetuating the form and appearance of the 
world’s favorites only, and not the form and appear- 
ance of the peasantry, among whom Christ appeared. 


CHRIST AS AN ADVOCATE. 


Sometimes in earthly courts attorneys have special- 
ties, and one man succeeds better in patent cases, an- 
other in insurance cases, another in criminal cases, an- 
other in land cases, another in will cases, and his suc- 
cess generally depends upon his sticking to that spe- 
cialty. I have to tell you that Christ can do many 
things, but it seems to me that His specialty is to take 
the bad case of the simner and plead it before God 
until He gets eternal acquittal. Oh, we must have 
Him for our advocate. 

But what plea can He make? Sometimes an attor- 
ney in court will plead the innocence of the prisoner. 
That would be inappropriate for us. We are all 
guilty! guilty! Unclean! unclean! Christ our ad- 
vocate, will not plead our innocence. Sometimes 
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the attorney in court tries to prove an alibi. He 
says: ‘‘ This prisoner was not at the scene. He was 
in some other place at the time.” Such a plea will 
not de in our case. The Lord found usin all our sins 
and in the very place of our iniquity. It is impossible 
to prove an alibi. Sometimes an attorney will plead 
the insanity of the prisoner and say he is irresponsible 
on that account. That plea will never do in our case. 
We sinned against light, against knowledge, against 
the dictates of our own consciences. We knew what 
we were doing. What, then, shall the plea be ? 

The plea for our eternal deliverance will be Christ’s 
own martyrdom. He will say: ‘“ Look at all these 
wounds. By all these sufferings I demand the rescue 
of this man from sin and death and hell. Constable, 
knock off the shackles—let the prisoner go free.” - 
“ Who is he thatcondemneth? It is Christ that died, 
yea, rather that is risen again, whois even at the right 
hand of God, who also maketh intercession for us.” 

But why all this gladness on the faces of these sons 
and daughters of the Lord Almighty? I know what 
you are thinking of. A Saviour dead; a Saviour risen ; 
a Saviour exalted; a Saviour interceding. “ What,” 
say you, “ is all that for me?” All, all! Never let 
me hear you complaining about anything again. With 
your pardoned sin behind you, and a successful Christ 
pleading above you, and a glorious heaven before you, 
how can you be despondent about anything ? 

“ But,” says some man in the audience, “ all that is 
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very good and very true for those who are inside the 
kingdom, but how about those of us who are outside? ” 
Then I say, Come into the kingdom, come out of the 
prison-house into the glorious sunlight of God’s merey 
and pardon, and come now. 

It was in the last days of the Reign of Terror—the 
year 1793. Hundreds and thousands had perished 
under the French guillotine. France groaned with 
the tyrannies of Robespierre and the Jacobin club. 
The last group of sufferers had had their locks shorn 
by Monchotte, the prison barber, so that the neck 
might be bare to the keen knife of the guillotine. 

The carts came up to the prison, the poor wretches 
were placed in the carts and driven off toward the 
scaffold, but while they were going toward the scaffold 
there was an outcry in the street, and then the shock of 
firearms, and then the cry: “ Robespierre has fallen ! 
Down with the Jacobins! Let France be free! ” 
But the armed soldiers rode in upon these rescuers, so 
that the poor wretches in the carts were taken on to 
the scaffold and horribly died. 

But that very night these monsters of persecution 
were seized, and Robespierre perished under the very 
guillotine that he had reared for others, all France 
clapping their hands with joy as his head rolled into 
the executioner’s basket. Then the axes of the excited 
populace were heard pounding against the gates of 
the prison, and the poor prisoners walked out free. 
My friends, sin is the worst of all Robespierres. It is 
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the tyrant of tyrants. It has built a prison-house for 
our soul. It plots our death. It has shorn us for the 
sacrifice; but, blessed be God, this morning we hear 
the axes of God’s gracious deliverance pounding 
against the door of our prison. 

Deliverance has come. Light breaks through all 
the wards of the prison. Revolution! Revolution! 
“ Where sin abounded, grace does much more 
abound ; that whereas sin reigned unto death even 
so grace may reign unto eternal life through Jesus 
Christ our Lord.’ Glorious truth! A Saviour dead ; 
a Saviour risen; a Saviour exalted; a Saviour inter- 
ceding ! 


THE WILLINGNESS OF CHRIST. 


But while I have shown your helplessness I want to 
put by the side of it the power and willingness of 
Christ to save you. I think it was in 1686 a vessel 
was bound for Portugal, but it was driven to pieces on 
an unfriendly coast. The captain had his son with 
him, and with the crew they wandered up the beach and 
started on a long journey to find relief. After awhile 
the son fainted by reason of hunger and the length of 
the way. The captain said to the crew, “ Carry my 
boy for me on your shoulders.” They carried him on, 
but the journey was so long that after awhile the crew 
fainted from hunger and from weariness and could carry 
him no longer. Then the father rallied his almost 
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wasted energy and took up his own boy and put him 
on his shoulder and carried him on mile after mile, 
mile after mile, until, overcome himself by hunger and 
weariness, he, too, fainted by the way. The boy lay 
down and died, and the father, just at the time rescue 
came to him, also perished, living only long enough 
to tell the story—sad story indeed ! 

But glory be to God that Jesus Christ is able to 
take us up out of our shipwrecked and dying condition 
and put us on the shoulder of His strength, and by 
the omnipotence of His gospel bear us on through all 
the journey of this life and at last through the open- 
ing gates of heaven! He is mighty to save. Though 
your sin be long and black and inexcusable and out- 
rageous, the very moment you believe I will proclaim 
pardon—quick, full, grand, unconditional, uncompro- 
mising, illimitable, infinite. Oh, the grace of God! I 
am overwhelmed when I come to think of it. Give 
me a thousand ladders, lashed fast to each other, that 
I may scale the height. ‘Let the line run out with the 
anchor until all the cables of earth are exhausted, that 
we may touch the depth. Let the archangel fly in 
circuit of eternal ages in trying to sweep around this 
theme. Oh, the grace of God! It is so high. It is 
so broad. It is so deep. Glory be to my God, that 
where man’s oar gives out God’s arm begins ! Why 
will you carry your sins and your sorrows any longer 
when Christ offers to take them? Why will you 
wrestle down your fears when this moment you might 
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give up and be saved? Do you not know that every- 
thing is ready ? 


IF CHRIST CAME TO YOUR HOUSE. 


Now suppose Christ should come into your house. 
First the wife and the mother would feel His presence. 
Religion almost always begins there. It is easier for 
- women to become Christians than for us men. They 
do not fight so against God. If woman tempted man 
originally away from holiness, now she tempts him 
back. She may not make any fuss about it, but some- 
how everybody in the house knows that there is a 
change in the wife and mother. She chides the 
children more gently. Her face sometimes lights up 
with an unearthly glow. She goes into some unoccupied 
room for a little while, and the husband goes not after 
her, nor asks why she was there. He knows without 
asking that she has been praymg. The husband 
notices that her face is brighter than on the day when, 
- years ago, they stood at the marriage altar, and he 
knows that Jesus has been putting upon her brow a 
wreath sweeter than the orange-blossoms. She puts 
the children to bed, not satisfied with the formal prayer 
that they once offered, but she lingers now and tells 
them of Jesus who blessed little children and of the 
good place where they all hope to be at last. And 
then she kisses them good-night with something that 
the child feels to be a heavenly benediction—some- 
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thing that shall hold on to the boy after he has be- 
come a man forty or fifty years of age, for there is 
something in a good, loving, Christian mother’s kiss 
that fifty years cannot wipe off the cheek. 


CONSCIENCE PRICKS. 


Why is it that that man in this audience with all 
the marks of worldly prosperity upon him is agitated 
while I speak, and is now flushed and is now pale, and 
then the breath is uneven, and then beads of perspira- 
tion on the forehead, and then the look of unrest 
comes to a look of horror and despair? I know not. 
But he knows, and God knows. It may be that he 
despoiled a fair young wife and turned innocence into 
a waif and the smile of hope into the brazen laughter 
of despair. Or it may be that he has in his possession 
the property of others, and by some stratagem he 
keeps it according to law, and yet he knows it is not 
his own, and that if his heart should stop beating 
this moment he would be in hell forever. Or it may 
be he is responsible for a great mystery, the disappear- 
ance of some one who was never heard of, and the de- 
tectives were baffled, and the tracks were all covered 
up, and the swift horse or the rail-train took him out 
of reach, and there are only two persons in the universe 
who know of it—God and himself. God present at 
the time of the tragedy and present at the retrospec- 
tion and conscience—conscience with stings, conscience 
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with pinchers, conscience with flails, conscience with 
furnaces, is upon him, and until a man’s conscience 
rouses him he does not repent. 

What made that farmer converted to God go to his 
infidel neighbor and say: “Neighbor, I have four of 
your sheep. They came over into my fold six years 
ago. They had your mark upon them, and I changed 
it to my mark. I want you to have those sheep, and 
I want you to have the interest on the money, and 
I want you to have the increase of the fold. If you 
want to send me to prison, I shall make no com- 
plaint ?”? The infidel heard of the man’s conversion, 
and he said: “ Now, now, if you have got them sheep 
you are welcome to them. I don’t want nothing of 
those things at all. You just go away from me. 
Something has got hold of you that I don’t under- 
stand. I heard you were down at those religious meet- 
ings.” But the converted man would not allow things 
to stand in that way, and so the infidel said: “ Well, 
now, you can pay me the value of the sheep, and six 
per-cent interest from that time to this, and I shan’t 
say anything more about it. Just go away from me.” 
What was the matter with the two farmers ? In the 
one case a converted conscience leading him to honesty, 
and in the other case a convicted conscience warning 
against infidelity. 


THE CIRCLE OF SAFETY. 


When a young man went forth into life, the legend 
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says, his guardian angel went forth with him, and 
getting him into a field the guardian angel swept a 
circle clear around where the young man stood. It 
was a circle of virtue and honor, and he must not step 
beyond that circle. Armed foes came down, but were 
obliged to halt at the circle. They could not pass. 
But one day a temptress, with diamonded hand, 
stretched forth and crossed that circle with the hand, 
‘and the tempted soul took it, and by that one fell 
grip was brought beyond the circle and died. 

Some of you have stepped beyond that circle. 
Would you not like this day, by the grace of God, to 
step back? This, I say to you, is your hour of salva- 
tion. There was in the closing hours of Queen Anne 
what is called the clock scene. Flat down on the 
pillow, in helpless sickness, she could not move her 
head or move her hand. She was waiting for the 
hour when the ministers of state should gather in 
angry contest, and worried and worn out by the com- 
ing hour, and in momentary absence of the nurse, in 
the power—the strange power which delirium some- 
times gives one—she arose and stood in front of the 
clock, and stood there watching the clock when the 
nurse returned. The nurse said, “ Do you see any- 
thing peculiar about that clock?” She made no an- 
swer, but soon died. There is a clock-scene in every 
history. If some of you would rise from the bed of 
lethargy and come out of your delirium of sin and look 
on the clock of your destiny this moment, you would 


GEMS OF RELIGIOUS THOUGHT. 363 


see and hear something you have not seen or heard 
before, and every tick of the minute, and every stroke 
of the hour, and every swing of the pendulum, would 
!” Oh, come home to 
your Father’s house! Come home, oh, prodigal, from 


say, “Now, now, now, now 


the wilderness! Come home, come home ! 


THE CHURCH A NECKESSITY. 


I remark again we must seek God through church 
ordinances. ‘“ What,” say you, “can’ta man be saved 
without going to church?” I reply there are men, I 
suppose, in glory, who have never seen a church, but 
the church is the ordained means by which we are to 
be brought to God, and if truth affects us when we 
are alone it affects us more mightily when we are in 
the assembly, the feelings of others emphasizing our 
own feelings. The great law of sympathy comes into 
play, and a truth that would take hold only with the 
grasp of a sick man beats mightily against the soul 
with a thousand heart-throbs. 

When you come into the religious circle, come only 
with one notion and only for one purpose—to find the 
way to Christ. When I see people critical about ser- 
mons, and critical about tones of voice, and critical 
about sermonic delivery, they make me think of a man 
in prison. He is condemned to death, but an officer 
of the government bringsa pardon and puts it through 
the wicket of the prison and says: “Here is your 
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pardon. Come and get it.” “ What! Do you ex- 
pect me to take that pardon offered with such a voice 
as you have, with such an awkward manner as you 
have? I would rather die than so compromise my 
rhetorical notions.” Ah, the man does not say that. 
He takes it. It is his life. He does not care how it 
is handed to him. And if to-day that pardon from — 
the throne of God is offered to our souls should we 
not seize it regardless of all non-essentials ? 

But I come now to the last part of my text. It 
tells us when we are to seek the Lord, “ while He may 
be found.” When is that? Old age? You may 
not see old age. To-morrow? You may not see to- 
morrow. To-night? You may not see to-night. 
Now! Qh, if I could only write on every heart in 
three capital letters that word N-O-W—now ! 

Sin is an awful disease. I hear people say with a 
toss of the head and with a trivial manner, “Oh, yes, 
[ma sinner.” Sin is an awful disease. It is leprosy. 
It is dropsy. It is consumption. It is all moral dis- 
orders in one. Now, you know there is a crisis in a 
disease. Perhaps you have had some illustration of it 
in your family. Sometimes the physician has called, 
and he has looked at the patient, and said: “That 
case was simple enough, but the crisis has passed. If 
you had called me yesterday or this morning, I could 
have cured the patient. It is too late now. The 
crisis has passed.’”’ Just so it is in the spiritual treat- 
ment of the soul—there is a crisis. 
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HAPPY CHRISTIANS. 


I remark, further, that we have tried here to build 
and to conduct a cheerful church. While, as you 
know, we have not held back the terrors of the law 
and the sterner doctrines of the gospel, we have tried 
in this house to present to this people the idea that 
the gladdest, brightest, happiest thing in all the 
universe is the Christian religion. There is so much 
trouble in the world. Business men have so many 
anxieties. Toiling men have so many fatigues. Or- 
phans have so many desolations. For God’s sake, if 
there be any bright place on earth, show it to them! 
Let the church of Jesus Christ be the most cheerful 
spot on earth. 

Let me say that I do not want anybody to come 
whining around me about. the Christian religion. I 
have no faith in a religion made up of equal parts of 
wormwood, vinegar and red pepper. If the religion 
that is presented to us be a depression, we will get 
along better without it. If it be a joy, let it shine 
out from your face and from your conversation. Ifa 
man comes to my house to talk of religion with lugu- 
brious countenance and manner full -of sniffle and 
dolorousness, I feel like saying to my wife, “ You had 
better lock up the silver before he steals something.” 
I have found it an invariable rule that men who pro- 
fess faith in the Lord Jesus Christ, priding themselves 
at the same time on their sanctimoniousness, always 


368 GEMS OF RELIGIOUS THOUGHT. 


turn out badly—I never knew an exception—while 
those who are the most consistent, the most useful and 
the most consecrated have perfume in their conversa- 
tion and heaven in their face. 

The happiest Christians that I have ever known 
have been persons from sixty to eighty years of age. 
By that time people get over the shams and the pre- 
tenses of society and have no longer any patience 
with anything like imposture in religion. O Christian, 
how dare you be gloomy? Is not God your father ? 
Is not Jesus Christ your Saviour? Has not your path 
all through life been strewn with mercies? Are you 
insensible to the fact that there are glories awaiting 
you in the better land—doxologies of celestial worship, 
eternal chorals, tearless eyes, songs that resound under 
arches of strength and hosannas that clap their hands 
at the foot of the throne ? 

Is it nothing to you that all the hills of heaven are 
radiant with the faces of those who have gone up 
from you and who are waiting for your coming, ready 
to keep with you eternal holiday? Is there nothing 
in songs that never cease, in hearts that never ache, 
in splendors that never die, to make you glad? Then 
take no more mercy at the hand of thy God! Give 
back the marriage ring of love that Jesus put on your 
finger in the day of your espousal! Plant no more of 
the flowers of heaven where there ought to be nothing 
but nettles and night-shade ! 
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CHILDHOOD. 


Oh, those were good days! If you had your foot 
hurt, your mother always had a soothing salve to heal 
it. If you were wronged in the street, your father 
was always ready to protect you. The year was one 
round of frolic and mirth. Your greatest trouble 
was an April shower, more sunshine than shower. 
The heart had not been ransacked by troubles, nor 
had sickness broken it, and no lamb had a warmer 
sheepfold than the home in which your childhood 
nestled. 

Perhaps you were brought up in the country. You 
stand now to-day in memory under theold tree. You 
clubbed it for fruit that was not quite ripe because 
you could not wait any longer. You hear the brook 
rumbling along over the pebbles. You step again 
into the furrow where your father in his shirt-sleeves 
shouted to the lazy oxen. You frighten the swallows 
from the rafters of the barn and take just one egg 
and silence your conscience by saying they will not _ 
miss it. You take a drink again out of the very 
bucket that the old well fetched up. You go for the 
cows at night and find them wagging their heads 
through the bars. Ofttimes in the dusty and busy 
streets you wish you were home again on that cool 
grass or in the hall of the farm-house, through which 
there was the breath of new mown hay or the blossom 


of buckwheat. 
24 
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You may have in your windows now beautiful 
plants and flowers brought from across the seas, but 
not one of them stirs in your soul so much charm and 
memory as the old ivy and the yellow sunflower that 
stood sentinel along the garden walk and the forget- 
me-nots playing hide-and-seek mid the long grass. 
The father, who used to come in sunburned from the 
fields and sit down on the doorsill and wipe the sweat 
from his brow, may have gone to his everlasting rest. 
The mother, who used to sit at the door a little bent 
over, cap and spectacles on, her face mellowing with 
the vicissitudes of many years, may have put down 
her gray head on the pillow in the valley, but forget 
that home you never will. 

Have you thanked God for it? Have you rehearsed 
all these blessed reminiscences? Oh, thank God for 
a Christian father. Thank God for a Christian mother. 
Thank God for an early Christian altar at which you 
were taught to kneel. Thank God for an early Chris- 
tian home. 

I bring to mind another passage in the history of 
your life. The day came when you set up your own 
household. The days passed along in quiet blessed- 
ness. You twain sat at the table morning and night 
and talked over your plans for the future. The most 
insignificant affair in your life became the subject of 
mutual consultation and advisement. You were so 


happy you felt you never could be any happier. 
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CHILDREN. 


And how often it is that the finger of childhood has 
pointed grown persons in the right direction! O 
Christian soul, how long is it since you got rid of the 
leprosy of sin? You say, “Let me see. It must be 
five years now.” Five years. Who was it that 
pointed you to the divine Physician? “Oh,” you say, 
“it was my little Annie or Fred or Charley that clam- 
bered up on my knees and looked into my face and 
asked me why I didn’t become a Christian, and, all the 
time stroking my cheek, so I could not get angry, in- 
sisted upon knowing why I didn’t have family prayers.” 
There are grandparents who have been brought to 
Christ by their little grandchildren. There are hun- 
dreds of Christian mothers who had their attention first 
called to Jesus by their little children. How did you 
get rid of the leprosy of sin? How did you find 
your way to the divine Physician? “Oh,” you say, 
“my child, my dying child, with wan and wasted 
finger, pointed that way. Oh, I never shall forget,” 
you say, “that scene at the cradle and the crib that 
awful night. It was hard, hard, very hard, but if that 
little one on its dying bed had not pointed me to 
Christ I don’t think I ever would have got rid.of my 
leprosy.” Go into the Sabbath-school any Sunday, 
and you will find hundreds of little fingers pointing in 
the same direction, toward Jesus Christ and toward 
heaven. 
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Years ago the astronomers calculated that there 
must be a world hanging at a certain point in the 
heavens, and a large prize was offered for some one 
who could discover that world. The telescopes from 
the great observatories were pointed in vain, but a girl 
at Nantucket, Mass., fashioned a telescope, and looking 
through it discovered that star and won the prize and 
the admiration of all the astronomical world, that stood 
amazed at her genius. And so it is often the case 
that grown people cannot see the light, while some 
little child beholds the star of pardon, the star of hope, 
the star of consolation, the star of Bethlehem, the 
morning star of Jesus. “Not many mighty men, not 
many wise men, are called, but God hath chosen the 
weak things of the world to confound the mighty and 
base things and things that are not to bring to naught 
things that are.” Oh, do not despise the prattle of 
little children when they are speaking about God and 
Christ and heaven. _ You see the way your child is 
pointing. Wall you take that pointing or wait until, 
in the wrench of some awful bereavement, God shall 
lift that child to another world, and then it will beckon 
you upward? Will you take the pointing, or will you 
wait for the beckoning? Blessed be God that the little 
Hebrew captive pointed in the right direction! Blessed 
be God for the saving ministry of Christian children ! 


DIVINE JUSTICE. 


But I notice that when the prodigal came there was 
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the father’s joy. He did not greet him with any for- 
mal “ How do you do?” He did not come out and 
say: “You are unfit to enter. Go out and wash in 
the trough by the well, and then you can come in. 
We have had enough trouble with you.” Ah, no! 
When the proprietor of that estate proclaimed festival, 
it was an outburst of a father’s love and a father’s joy. 
God is your father. 

I have not much sympathy with that description of 
God I sometimes hear, as though He were a Turkish 
sultan—hard and unsympathetic and listening not to 
the cry of His subjects. A man told me he saw in one 
of the eastern lands a king riding along, and two men 
were in altercation, and one charged the other with 
having eaten his rice, and the king said, “ Then slay 
the man, and by post-mortem examination find whether 
he has eaten the rice.” And he was slain. Ah, the 
cruelty of a scene like that! Our God is not a sultan, 
not a despot, but a Father—kind, loving, forgiving— 
and He makes all heaven ring again when a prodigal 
comes back. “I have no pleasure,” He says, “in the 
death of him that dieth.” 

If a man does not get heaven, it is because he will 
not go there. No difference the color, no difference 
the history, no difference the antecedents, no difference 
the surroundings, no difference the sin. When the 
white horses of Christ’s victory are brought out to 
celebrate the eternal triumph, you may ride one of 
them, and, as God is greater than all, His joy is greater, 
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and when a soul comes back there is in His heart the 
surging of an infinite ocean of gladness, and to express 
that gladness it takes all the rivers of pleasure, and all 
the thrones of pomp, and all the ages of eternity. It 
isa joy deeper than all depth, and higher than all 
height, and wider than all width, and vaster than all 
immensity. It overtops, it undergirds, it outweighs: 
all the united splendor and joy of the universe. Who 
can tell what God’s joy is ? 


DIVINE MERCY. 


Here is the laver holding rivers of salvation, having 
for its pedestal the Rock of Ages, carved with the 
figure of the lion of Judah’s tribe, and having palm- 
branches for victory and wings suggestive of the 
soul’s flight toward God in prayer and the soul’s flight 
heavenward when we die. Come, ye auditory, and 
wash away all your sins, however aggravated, and all 
your sorrows, however agonizing. Come to this fount- 
ain, open for all sin and uncleanness, the furthest, 
the worst. You need not carry your sins half a 
second. Come and wash in this glorious gospel laver. 
Why, that is an opportunity enough to swallow up all 
nations. That is an opportunity that will yet stand 
on the Alps and beckon to Italy, and yet stand on 
the Pyrenees and beckon to Spain, and it will yet 
stand on the Ural and beckon to Russia, and it will 
stand at the gate of heaven and beckon to all nations. 
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Pardon for all sin, and pardon right away through 
the blood of the Son of God. A little child that had 
been blind, but through skillful surgery brought to 
sight, said: “ Why, mother, why didn’t you tell me 
the earth and sky are so beautiful ? Why didn’t you 
tell me?” “Oh,” replied the mother, “my child, I 
did tell you often. I often told you how beautiful 
they are, but you were blind, and you couldn’t see !” 
Oh, if we could have our eyes opened to see the 
glories in Jesus Christ we would feel that the half 
had not been told us, and you would go to some Chris- 
tian man and say, “ Why didn’t you tell me before of 
the glories in the Lord Jesus Christ ?”’ and that friend 
would say, “I did tell you, but you were blind and 
could not see, and you were deaf and could not hear.” 
History says that a great army came to capture 
ancient Jerusalem, and when this army got on the 
hills so that they saw the turrets and the towers of 
Jerusalem they gave a shout that made the earth 
tremble, and tradition, whether false or true, says that so 
great was the shout that eagles flying in the air dropped 
under the atmospheric percussion. Oh, if we could 
only catch a glimpse of the towers of this gospel 
temple into which you are all invited to come and 
wash there would be a song jubilant, and wide-re- 
sounding, at New Jerusalem seen, at New Jerusalem 
taken, the hosannas of other worlds flying mid-air. 
would fold their wings and drop into our closing 
doxology. Against the disappointing and insufficient 
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laver of Pilate’s vice and Pilate’s cowardice and Pilate’s 
sin I place the brazen sea of a Saviour’s pardoning 
mercy. 


FEARLESS OF DEATH. 


What power is there in anything to chill me in the 
last hour if Christ wraps around me the skirt of His 
own garment? What darkness can fall upon my 
eyelids then, amid the heavenly daybreak ? O death, 
I will not fear thee then. Back to thy cavern of 
darkness, thou robber of all the earth. Fly, thou 
despoiler of families. With this battle-ax I hew thee 
in twain from helmet to sandal, the voice of Christ 
sounding all over the earth and through the heavens: 
“O death, I will be thy plague. O grave, I will be 
thy destruction.” 

To be saved is to wake up in the presence of Christ. 
You know when Jesus was upon the earth how happy 
He made every house He went into, and when He brings 
us up to his House in heaven how great shall be our 
glee! His voice has more music in it than is to be 
heard in all the oratorios of eternity. Talk not about 
banks dashed with efflorescence. Jesus is the chief 
bloom of heaven. We shall see the very face that 
beamed sympathy in Bethany and take the very hand 
that dropped its blood from the short beam of the 
cross. Oh, I want to stand in eternity with Him. 
Toward that harbor I steer. Toward that goal I run. 
I shall be satisfied when I awake in His likeness. 
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Death to many, nay, to all, is a struggle and a 
wrestle. We have many friends that it will be hard 
to leave. I care not how bright our future hope is. 
It is a bitter thing to look upon this fair world and 
know that we shall never again see its blossoming 
spring, its fallmg fruits, its sparkling streams and to 
say farewell to those with whom we played in child- 
hood or counseled in manhood. In that night, like 
Jacob, we may have to wrestle, but God will not leave 
us unblessed. It shall not be told in heaven that a 
dying soul cried unto God for help, but was not de- 
livered. ‘The lattice may be turned to keep out the 
sun, or a book set to dim the light of the midnight 
taper, or the room may be filled with the cries of 
orphanage and widowhood, or the church of Christ 
may mourn over our going, but if Jesus calls all is 
well. The strong wrestling by the brook will cease ; 
the hour of death’s night will pass along—one o'clock 
in the morning ; two o’clock in the morning; four 
o’clock in the morning. The day breaketh. 

So I would have it when I die. Iam in no haste 
to be gone. I have no grudge against this world. 
The only fault I have to find with the world is that it 
treats me too well, but when the times come to go I 
trust to be ready, my worldly affairs all settled. If I 
have wronged others, I want then to be sure of their 
forgiveness. In that last wrestling, my arm enfeebled 
with sickness and my head faint, I want Jesus beside 
me. If there be hands on this side of the flood 
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stretched out to hold me back, I want the heavenly 
hands stretched out to draw me forward. Then, O 
Jesus, help me on and help me up. Unfearing, un- 
doubting, may I step right out into the light and be 
able to look back to my kindred and friends who would 
detain me here, exclaiming: “ Let me go; let me go. 


‘The day breaketh! ” 


EARNESTNESS. 


I remark, in the first place, you are to seek the 
Lord through earnest and believing prayer. God is 
not an autocrat or a despot seated on a throne, with 
His arms resting on brazen lions, and a sentinel pac- 
ing up and down at the foot of the throne. God is 
a Father seated in a bower, waiting for His children 
to come and climb on His knee, and get His kiss and 
His benediction. Prayer is the cup with which we go 
to the “ fountain of living water” and dip up refresh- 
ment for our thirsty soul. Grace does not come to 
the heart as we set a cask at the corner of the house 
to catch the rain im the shower. It is a pulley fast- 
ened to the throne of God, which we pull, bringing 

the. blessing. : 
Ido not care so much what posture you take in 
prayer nor how large an amount of voice you use. 
You might get down on your face before God, if you 
did not pray right inwardly there would be no re- 
sponse. You might cry at the top of your voice, and 
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unless you had a believing spirit within, your cry 
would not go farther up than the shout of a plowboy 
to his oxen. Prayer must be believing, earnest, lov- 
ing. You are in your house some summer day, and 
a shower comes up, and a bird, affrighted, darts into 
the window and wheels about the room. You seize 
it. You smooth its ruffled plumage. You feel its 
fluttering heart. You say “Poor thing, poor thing !” 
Now, a prayer goes out of the storm of this world 
ito the window of God’s mercy, and He catches it, 
and He feels its fluttering pulse, and He puts it in 
His own bosom of affection and safety. Prayer is a 
warm, ardent, pulsating exercise. It is an electric 
battery which, touched, thrills to the throne of God. 
It is the diving-bell in which we go down into the 
depths of God’s mercy and bring up “ pearls of great 
price.” There was an instance where prayer made 
the waves of the Gennesaret solid as stone pavement. 
Oh, how many wonderful things prayer has accom- 
plished! Have you ever tried it? In the days when 
the Scotch Covenanters were persecuted, and the 
enemies were after them, one of the head men among 
the Covenanters prayed: “O Lord, we be as dead 
men unless Thou shalt help us! O Lord, throw the 
lap of Thy cloak over these poor things!” And 
instantly a Scotch mist enveloped and hid the 
persecuted from their persecutors—the promise lit- 
erally fulfilled, “ While they are yet speakmg I will 
hear.” 
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“A man’s wisdom maketh his face to shine, and 
the boldness of his face shall be changed,” or, as it 
may be rendered, “the sourness of his face shall be 
sweetened.” 

Thus a little change in our English translation 
brings out the better meaning of the text, which sets 
forth that the character of the face is decided by the 
character of the soul. The main features of our 
countenance were decided by the Almighty, and we 
cannot change them, but under God we decide 
whether we shall have countenances benignant or 
baleful, sour or sweet, wrathful or genial, benevolent 
or mean, honest or scoundrelly, impudent or modest, 
courageous or cowardly, frank or sneaking. In all 
the works of God there is nothing more wonderful 
than the human countenance. Though the longest 
face is less than twelve inches from the hair line of 
the forehead to the bottom of the chin, and the 
broadest face is less than eight inches from cheek- 
bone to cheek-bone, yet in that small compass God 
hath wrought such differences that the one billion, 
six hundred million of the human race may be distin- 
guished from each other by their facial appearances. 


AN INDEX OF CHARACTER. 


The face is ordinarily the index of character. It is 
the throne of the emotions. It is the battlefield of 
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the passions. It is the catalogue of character. It is 
the map of the mind. It is the geography of the soul. 
And while the Lord decides before our birth whether 
we shall be handsome or homely we are by the char- 
acter we form deciding whether our countenances shall 
be pleasant or disagreeable. This is so much so that 
some of the most beautiful faces are unattractive be- 
cause of their arrogance or their deceitfulness, and 
some of the most rugged and irregular features are 
attractive because of the kindness that shines through 
them. Accident or sickness or scarification may veil 
the face so that it shall not express the soul, but in 
the majority of cases give me a deliberate look ata 
man’s countenance and | will tell you whether be is a 
cynic or an optimist, whether he is a miser or an philan- 
thropist, whether he is noble or ignominious, whether 
he is good or bad. Our first impression of a man or 
woman is generally the accurate impression. You at 
the first glance make up your mind that some man is 
unworthy of your friendship, but afterward, by circum-. 
stances being put into intimate association with him, 
you come to like him and trust him. Yet stay with him 
long enough, and you will be compelled to return to 
your original estimate of his character, but it will be 
after he has cheated you out of everything he could 
lay his hands on. It is of God’s mercy that we have 
these outside indexes of character. Phrenology is 
one index, and while it may be carried to an absurd 
extent there is no doubt that you can judge somewhat 
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of a man’s character by the shape of his head. Palm- 
istry is another index, and while it may be carned 
into the fanciful and necromantic there is no doubt 
that certain lines in the palm of the hand are indica- 
tive of mental and moral traits. 


BRIGHT FACES. 


But let Christian cheerfulness try its chisel upon a 
man’s countenance. Feeling that all things are for 
his good, and that God rules, and that the Bible be- 
ing true the world’s floralization is rapidly approach- 
ing, and the day when beer mug and demijohn and 
distillery and bombshell and rifle-pit and seventy-four 
pounders and roulette tables and corrupt books and 
satanic printing-press will have quit work, the bright- 
ness that comes from such anticipation not only gives 
zest to his work, but shines in his eyes and glows in 
his cheek and kindles a morning in his entire counte- 
nance. Those are the faces I look for in an audience. 
Those countenances are sections of millennial glory. 
They are heaven impersonated. They are the seulp- 
turing of God’s mght hand. They are hosannas in 
human flesh. They are halleluiahs alighted. They 
are Christ reincarnated. I do not care what your feat- 
ures are or whether you look like your father or 
your mother, or look like no one under the heavens, 
to God and man you are beautiful. 

Michael Angelo, the sculptor, visiting Florence, 
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some one showed him in a back yard a piece of marble 
that was so shapeless it seemed of no use, and Angelo 
was asked if he could make anything out of it, and if 
so was told he could own it. The artist took the mar- 
ble, and for nine months shut himself up to work, first 
trying to make of it a statue of David with his foot 
on Goliath, but the marble was not quite long enough 
at the base to make the prostrate form of the giant, 
and so the artist fashioned the marble into another 
figure that is so famous for all time because of its ex- 
pressiveness. A eritic came in and was asked by An- 
gelo for his criticism, and he said it was beautiful, but 
the nose of the statue was not of right shape. An- 
gelo picked up from the floor some sand and _ tossed it 
about the face of the statue, pretending he was using 
his chisel to make the improvement suggested by the 
critic. “ What do you think of it now?” said the 
artist. “ Wonderfully improved,” said the critic. 
“ Well,” said the artist, “ [have not changed it at all.” 
My friends, the grace of God comes to the heart of a 
man or woman and then attempts to change a forbid- 
ding and prejudicial face into attractiveness. Perhaps 
the face is most unpromising for the Divine Sculptor.. 
But having changed the heart it begins to work or 
the countenance with celestial chisel, and inte av tin 
lineaments of the face puts a gladness and an expecta- 
tion that changes it from glory tu glory, and though 
earthly criticism may disapprove of this or that in the 
appearance of the face, Christ says of the newly-created 
25 
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countenance that which Pilate said of Him, “ Behold 
the man!” 

Here is another mighty chisel for the countenance, 
_ and you may call it revenge or hate or malevolence. 
This spirit having taken possession of the heart, it 
encamps seven devils under the eyebrows. It puts 
cruelty into the compression of the lips. You can 
tell from the man’s looks that he is pursuing some one 
and trying to get even with him. There are sugges- 
tions of Nero and Robespierre and Diocletian and 
thumbscrews and racks all up and down the features. 
Infernal artists with murderers’ daggers have been cut- 
ting away at that visage. The revengful heart has 
built its perdition m the revengeful countenance. Dis- 
figuration of diabolic passion ! 

But here comes another chisel to shape the counte- 
nance, and it is kindness. There came a moving day, 
and into her soul moved the whole family of Christian 
graces, with all their children and grandchildren, and 
the command has come forth from the heavens that 
that woman’s face shall be made to correspond with 
her superb soul. Her entire face from ear to ear be- 
comes the canvas on which all the best artists of hea- 
ven begin to put their finest strokes, and on the small 
compass of that face are put pictures of sunrise over 
the sea, and angels of mercy going up and down lad- 
ders all aflash, and mountains of transfiguration and 
noonday in heaven. Kindness! It is the most magnif- 
icent sculptor that ever touched human countenance. 
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No one could wonder at the unusual geniality in 
the face of Wilham Windom, secretary of the treasury 
of the United States, after seeing him at the New York 
banquet just before he dropped dead, turning his 
wineglass upside down, saying, “ I may by doing’ this 
offend some, but by not doing it I might damage 
many.” Be kind to your friends. Be kind to your 
enemies. Be kind to the young. Be kind to the old. 
Be kind to your rulers. Be kind to your servants. 
Be kind to your superiors. Be kind to your inferiors. 
Be kind to your horse. Be kind to your dog. Be 
kind to your cat. Morning, noon and night be kind, 
and the effects of it will be written in the language of 

your face. That is the gospel of physiognomy. 


POWER OF A FACE. 


“Now,” says some one, “I know very good people 
who have no such religion in their faces.” My 
friend, the reason probably is that they were not con- 
verted until late in life. Worldliness and Sin had 
been at work with their chisels on that face for thirty 
or forty years, and Grace, the divine sculptress, has 
been busy with her chisel only five or ten years. Do 
not be surprised that Phidias and Greenough, with 
their fine chisels, cannot in a short while remove all 
the marks of the stone-mason’s crowbar, which has 
been busy there for a long while. I say to all the 
young, If you would have sympathetic face, hopeful 
face, courageous face, cheerful face, kind face, at the 
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earliest possible moment, by the grace of God, have 
planted in your soul sympathy and hope and courage 
and good cheer and kindness. No man ever indulged 
a gracious feeling or was moved by a righteous indig- 
nation or was stirred by a benevolent impulse but its 
effect was more or less indicated in the countenance, 
while David noticed the physiognomic effect of a bad 
disposition when he said, “ A wicked man hardeneth 
his face,” and Jeremiah must have noticed it when he 
said of the cruel, ‘They have made their faces harder 
than a rock.” 

Oh, the power of the human face! I warrant that 
you have known faces so magnetic and impressive 
that, though they vanished long ago, they still hold 
you with a holy spell. How long since your child 
went? “Well,” you say, “if she had lived she 
would have been ten years old now, or twenty or 
thirty years.” But does not that infant face still 
have tender supremacy over your entire nature ? 
During many an eventide does it not look at you? 
In your dreams do you not see it? What a sanctify- 
ing, hallowing influence it has been in your life! 
You can say in the words of the poet, “ Better to 
have loved and lost than never to have loved at all.” 
Or it may have been a sister’s face. Perhaps she was 
the invalid of the family. Perhaps she never went 
out except on very clear days, and then she had to be 
carried down the stairs to the piazza or for a short 
ride, but she was so patient and cheerful under it all. 
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As that face looks at you through the years, with 
what an elevated and heavenly emotion you are filled. 
Or was it a father’s face? The storms of life had 
somewhat roughened it. A good deal of the bright- 
ness of the eye had been quenched, and the ear was 
turned with the hand behind it in order to hear at 
all. But you remember that face so vividly that if 
you were an artist you could put it on canvas, and it 
would mean to you more than any face that Rem- 
brandt ever sketched. That face, though long ago 
veiled from human sight, is as plain in your memory 
as though you this moment saw it moving gently 
forward and backward in the rocking-chair by the 
stove in the old farmhouse. Or was it your mother’s 
face? A good mother’s face is never homely to her 
boys and girls. It is a “Madonna” in the picture- 
gallery of the memory. What a sympathetic face it 
was! Did you ever have a joy, and that face did 
not respond to it? Did you ever have a grief, and no 
tears trickled down that maternal cheek? Did you 
ever do a bad thing, and a shadow did not cross it? 
Oh, it was a sweet face! ~ The spectacles, with large, 
round glasses, through which she looked at you, how 
sacredly they have been kept in bureau or closet! 
Your mother’s face, your mother’s smile, your 
mother’s tears! What an overpowering memory ! 
Though you have come on to mid-life or old age, how 
you would like just once more to bury your face in 


her lap and have a good ery! 
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But I can tell you of a more sympathetic and more 
tender and more loving face than any of the faces I 
have mentioned. ‘No, you cannot,” says some one. 
I can, and I will. It is the face of Jesus Christ as he 
was on earth and is now in heaven. When prepar- 
ing my Life of Christ, entitled “From Manger to 
Throne,” I ransacked the art-galleries and portfolios 
of the world to find a picture of our Saviour’s face 
that might be most expressive, and I saw it as Fran- 
cesco Francia painted it in the sixteenth century, and 
as the emerald intaglio of the sixth century presented 
it, and asa fresco in the catacombs near Rome pre- 
served. it, and as Leonardo da Vinci showed it in 
“The Last Supper,” and I looked in the Louvre, and 
the Luxembourg, and the Vatican, and the Dresden, 
and the Berlin, and Neapolitan and London galleries 
for the most inspiring face of Christ, and many of 
the presentations were wonderful for pathos and 
majesty and power and execution; but although I 
selected that by Ary Scheffer as in some respects the 
most expressive, I felt; as we all feel—that our Christ 
has never yet been presented either in sculpture or 
painting, and that we will have to wait until we rise 
to the upper palace, where we shall see Him as He is. 

What a gentle face it must have been to induce the 
babes to struggle out of their mothers’ arms into His 
arms! What an expressive face it must have been 
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when one reproving look of it threw stalwart Peter 
into a fit of tears! What a pleading face it must 
have been to lead the psalmist in prayer to say of it, 
“ Look upon the face of thie Anointed!” What a 
sympathetic face it must have been to encourage the 
sick woman who was beyond any help from the doc- 
tors to touch the hem of His garment! What a suf- 
fering face it must have been when suspended on the 
perpendicular and horizontal pieces of the wood of 
martyrdom, and His’ antagonists slapped the pallid 
cheek with their rough hands, and befouled it with 
the saliva of their blasphemous lips! What a tre- 
mendous face it must have been to lead St. John to 
describe it in the coming judgment as scattering the 
universe when he says, “ From whose face the earth 
and the heaven fled away.” 

O Christ! Once the Nazarene, but now the celes- 
tial! Once of cross, but now of throne! Once 
crowned with stinging bramble, but now coroneted 
with the jewels of ransomed empires! Turn on us 
Thy pardoning face and forgive us, Thy sympathetic 
face and consoie us, Thy suffering face and have Thy 
atonement avail for us, Thy omnipotent face and rescue 
us. Oh, whata face! So scarred, so lacerated, so 
resplendent, so overwhelmingly glorious that the sera- 
phim put wing to wing and with their conjoined 
pinions keep off some of the luster that is too mighty 
even for eyes cherubic or angelic, and yet this morn- 
ing turning upon us witha sheathed splendor like that 
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with which He appeared when He said to the mothers 
bashful about presenting their children, “ Suffer them 
to come,” and to the poor waif of the street, ‘‘ Neither 
do I condemn thee,’ and to the eyes of the blind 

beggar of the wayside, “Be opened.” I thmk my 


brother John, the returned foreign missionary, dying 


9 


‘summer before last at Bound Brook, caught a glimpse 

of that face of Christ when in his dymg hour my 
brother said, “I shall be satisfied when I awake in His 
likeness.” And now unto Him that loved us, and 
washed us from our sins in his own blood, and hath | 
made us king's and priests unto God and His Father, 
to Him be glory and dominion for ever and ever. 
Amen and amen! Amen and amen! 


GOD RULES. 


Next my text teaches us that God proportions our 
trials to what we can bear, the staff for the fitches, 
the rod for the cummin, the iron wheel for the corn. 
Sometimes people in great trouble say, “ Oh, I can’t 
bear it!” But you did bear it. God would not have 
sent if upon you if he did not know that you could 
bear it. You trembled, and you swooned, but you 
got through. God will not take from your eyes one 
tear too many, nor from your lungs one sigh too deep, 
nor from your temples one throb too sharp. The per- 
plexities of your earthly business have not in them 
one tangle too intricate. 
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You sometimes feel as if our world were full of 
bludgeons flying haphazard. Oh, no; they are thresh- 
ing instruments that God just suits to your case. 
There is not a dollar of bad debts on your ledger, or 
a disappointment about goods that you expected to go 
up, but that have gone down, or a swindle of your 
business partner, or a trick on the part of those who 
are in the same kind of business that you are, but God 
intended to overrule for your immortal help. “Oh,” 
you say, “there is no need talking that way to me. 
I don’t like to be cheated and outraged.” Neither 
does the corn like the corn thresher, but after it has 
been threshed and winnowed it has a great deal better 
opinion of winnowing mills and corn threshers. 

“ Well,” you say, “if I could choose my troubles I 
would be willing to be troubled.” Ah, my brother, 
then it would not be trouble. You would choose 
something that would not hurt, and unless it hurts it 
does not get sanctified. Your trial perhaps may be 
childlessness. You are fond of children. You say, 
“Why does God send children to that other house- 
hold, where they are unwelcome and are beaten and 
banged about, when I would have taken them in the 
arms of my affections?” You say, “ Any other trial 
but this.” Your trial perhaps may be a disfigured 
countenance or a face that is easily caricatured, and 
you say, “Oh, I could endure anything if only I was 
good looking.” And your trial perhaps is a violent 
temper, and you have to drive it like six unbroken 
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horses amid the gunpowder explosions of a great holi- 
day, and ever and anon it runs away with you. Your 
trial is the asthma. You say, “ Oh, if it were rheu- 
matism or neuralgia or erysipelas, but it is this asthma, 
and it is such an exhausting thing to breathe.” Your 
trouble is a husband, short, sharp, snappy and cross 
about the house and raising a small riot because a 
button is off! How could you know the button is 
off ? 

Your trial is a wife ever in contest with the servants, 
and she is a sloven. Though she was very careful 
about her appearance in your presence once, now she 
is careless, because she said her fortune is made! 
Your trial is a hard school-lesson you cannot learn, 
and you have bitten your finger nails until they are a 
sight to behold. Everybody has some vexation or 
annoyance or trial, and he or she thinks it is the one 
least adopted. “ Anything but this,” allsay. “ Any- 
thing but this.” 

Oh, my hearer, are you not ashamed to be com- 
plaining all this time against God? Who manages 
the affairs of this world anyhow? Is it an infinite 
Modoc, or a Sitting Bull savage, or an omnipotent 
Nana Sahib? No, it is the most merciful and glorious 
and wise Being in all the universe. You cannot 
teach Omnipotence anything. You have fretted and 
worriedalmost enough. Do you not think so? Some 
of you are making yourselves ridiculous in the sight 
of the angels. 
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Here is a naval architect, and he draws out the plan 
of a ship of many thousand tons. Many workmen 
are engaged on it for a long while. Theship is done, 
and some day, with the flags up and the air gorgeous 
with bunting, that vessel is launched for Southampton. 
At that time a lad six years of age comes running 
down the dock with a toy boat which he has made 
with his own jackknife, and he says: “ Here, my boat 
is better than yours. Just look at this jibboom and 
these weather cross jack braces,” and he drops his 
little boat beside the great ship and there is a roar of 
laughter on the docks. 

Ah, my friends, that great ship is your life as God 
planned it—vast, million tonned, ocean destined, 
eternity bound. That little boat is your life as you 
are trying to hew it out and fashion it and launch it. 
Ah, do not try to bea rival of the great Jehovah. 
God is always right, and in nine cases out of ten you 
are wrong. He sends just the hardships, just the 
bankruptcies; just the cross that it is best for you to 
have. He knows what kind of grain you are, and he 
sends the right kind of threshing machine. It will 
be a rod or staff or iron wheel just according as you 
are fitches or cummin or corn. 


GOD IN THE CLOUD. 


One day a dark cloud hovered over your dwelling, 
and it got darker and darker. But out of that cloud the 
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shining messenger of God descended to incarnate an 
immortal spirit. Two little feet started on an eternal 
journey, and you were to lead them. A gem to flash 
in heaven’s coronet, and you to polish it. Kternal 
ages of light and darkness watching the starting out 
of a newly created being. 

You rejoiced and you trembled at the responsibility 
that in your possession an immortal treasure was placed. 
You prayed and rejoiced, and wept and wondered, and 
prayed and rejoiced, and wept and wondered. You 
were earnest in supplication that you might lead it 
through life into the kingdom of God. There was a 
tremor in your earnestness. There was a double in- 
terest about that home. There was an additional in- 
terest why you should stay there and be faithful, and 
when in a few months your house was filled with the 
music of the child’s laughter you were struck through 
with the fact that you had a stupendous mission. 

Have you kept that vow? Have you neglected any 
of these duties? Is your home as much to you as it 
used to be? Have those anticipations been gratified ? 
God help you to-day in your solemn reminiscence and 
let His mercy fall upon your soul if your kindness has 
been ill-requited! God have mercy on the parent on 
the wrinkles of whose face is written the story of a 
child’s sin! God have mercy on the mother who, in 
addition to her other pangs, has the pang of a child’s 
iniquity! Oh, there are many, many sad sounds in 
this sad world, but the saddest sound that is ever heard 
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is the breaking of a mother’s heart! Are there any 
here whoremember that in that home they were unfaith- 
ful? Are there those who wandered off from that 
early home and left the mother to die with a broken 
heart? Oh, I stir that reminiscence to-day ! 

I find another point in your life history. You found 
one day you were in the wrong road; you could not 
sleep at night. There was just one word that seemed to 
sob through your banking house, or through your office, 
or your shop, or your bedroom, and that word was 
“eternity.” Yousaid: “Iam not ready for it. O God, 
have mercy!”” The Lord heard. Peace came to your 
heart. You remember how your hand trembled as you 
took the cup of the holy communion. You remember 
the old minister who consecrated it, and you remember 
the church officials who carried it through the aisle. 
You remember the old people who at the close of the 
service took your hand in theirs in congratulating sym- 
pathy, as much as to say, “ Welcome home, you lost 
prodigal,” and though those hands have all withered 
away that communion Sabbath is resurrected to-day. 
It is resurrected with all its prayers and songs and tears 
and sermons and transfiguration. Have you kept those 
vows? Have you been a backslider ? - God help you ! 
This day kneel at the foot of mercy and start again for 
heaven. Start to-day as you started then. I rouse 
your soul by that reminiscence. 

But I must not spend any more of my time in going 
over the advantages of your life. I just put them all 
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in one great sheaf, and I bind them up in your mem- 
ory with one loud harvest song, such as reapers sing. 
Praise the Lord, ye blood-bought mortals on earth! 
Praise the Lord, ye crowned spirits of heaven ! 


THE CHRISTIAN HOME. 


That night there is a rap at the bedroom door. 
“ Who is there?” cries the father. It is the oldest 
child. “ What is the matter? Are you sick?” 
“No; I want to be saved.’ Only a little while, and 
all the children are brought into the kingdom of God. 
And there is great joy in the house. Years pass on. 
The telegraph goes click, click! What is the news 
flying over the country ? -“ Come home. Father is 
dying !” The children all gather. Some come on 
_the last train. Some, too late for the train, take a 
carriage across the country. They stand around the 
dying bed of the father. The oldest son upholds the 
mother and says: “Don’t ery, mother. I will take 
care of you.” The parting blessing is given. No 
long admonition, for he has, through years, been say- 
ing to his children all he had to say to them. Itisa 
plain “ good-bye!” and the remark, “ I know you will 
all be kind to your mother,” and all is over. 


Life’s duty done, as sinks the clay, 
Light from its load, the spirit flies, 
While heaven and earth combine to say 
How bless’d the righteous when he dies. 
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A whole family saved forever! If the deluge come 
they are all in the ark—father, mother, sons, daughters. 
Together on earth, together in heaven. What makes 
itso? Kxplainit. Zaccheus one day took Jesus home 
with him. That is all. Salvation came to that house. 

What sound isit I hear to-night ? It is Jesus knock- 
ing at the door of your house. 

If you looked out of your window and saw me go- 
ing up your front steps, you would not wait, but go 
yourself to open the door. Will you keep Jesus stand- 
ing on the outside, His locks wet with the dews of the 
night? This day is salvation come to thy house. 
The great want of your house is not a new carpet or 
costlier pictures or richer furniture. It is Jesus! 


INTOLERANCE. 


What did intolerance accomplish against the Baptist 
church? If laughing scorn and tirade could have 
destroyed the church, it would not have to-day a disci- 
ple left. The Baptists were hurled out of Boston in 
olden times. Those who sympathized with them were 
imprisoned, and when a petition was offered asking 
leniency in their behalf all the men who signed it were 
indicted. Hasintolerance stopped the Baptist church ? 
The last statistics in regard to it showed 25,000 
churches and 3,000,000 communicants. Intolerance 
never put down anything. 


In England a law was made against the Jew. Eng- 
26 
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land thrust back the Jew, and thrust down the Jew, 
and declared that no Jew should hold official position. 
What came of it? Were the Jews destroyed? Was 
their religion overthrown? No! Who became prime 
minister of England? Who was next to the throne ? 
Who was higher than the throne because he was 
counselor and adviser? Disraeli, a Jew. What were 
we celebrating in all our churches as well as synagogues 
only a few years ago? The one hundredth birthday 
anniversary of Montefiore, the great Jewish philan- 
thropist. Intolerance never yet put down anything. 
But now, my friends, having shown you the origin 
of bigotry or sectarianism, and having shown you the 
damage it does, | want briefly to show you how we 
are to war against this terrible evil, and I think we 
ought to begin our war by realizing our own weakness 
-and our imperfections. If we make so many mistakes 
in the common affairs of life, is it not possible that 
we may make mistakes in regard to our religious 
affairs? Shall we take a man by the throat or by the 
collar because he cannot see religious truths just as we 
do? Inthe hght of eternity it will be found out, I 
think, there was something wrong in all our creeds 
and something right in all our creeds. But since we 
may make mistakes in regard to things of the world 
do not let us be so egotistic and so puffed up as to 
have an idea that we cannot make any mistake in re- 
gard to religious theories. And then,I think, we will 
do a great deal to overthrow the sectarianism from our 
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heart and the sectarianism from the world by chiefly 
enlarging in those things on which we agree rather 
than those on which we differ. 


JESUS AND HIS BLOOD. 


Some of our modern theologians who want to give 
God lessons about the best way to save the world tell 
us they do not want any blood in- their redemption. 
They want to take this horse by the bit and hurl him 
back on his haunches and tell this rider from Bozrah 
to go around some other way. Look out lest ye fall 
under the flying hoofs of this horse, lest ye go down 
under the sword of this conqueror from Bozrah! 
What means the blood of the pigeons in the old dis- 
pensation ; the blood of the bullock; the blood of the 
heifer; the blood of the lamb? It meant to prophesy 
the cleansing blood, the pardoning blood, the healing 
blood of this conqueror who comes up from Bozrah, 
“traveling in the greatness of his strength.” 

I catch a handful of the red torrent that rushes out 
from the heart of the Lord, and I throw it over this 
audience, hoping that one drop of its cleansing power 
may come upon your soul. O Jesus, in that crimson 
tide wash our souls! We accept Thy sacrifice. Con- 
queror of Bozrah, have m-rcy upon us! We throw 
our garments in the w.y. We fall into line. Ride 
on, Jesus, ride on! “Traveling, traveling in the 
greatness of Thy strength.” 
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But after awhile the returning conqueror will reach 
the gate, and all the armies of the saved will be with 
him. I hope you will be there and I will be there. 
As we go through the gate and around about the 
throne for the review, “a great multitude that no 


man can number ”’—all heaven can tell without asking 





right away which one is Jesus, not only because of 
the brightness of His face, but because while all the 
other inhabitants in glory are robed in white—saints 
in white, cherubim in white, seraphim in white—His 
robes shall be- scarlet, even the dyed garments of 
Bozrah. I catch a glimpse of that triumphant joy, 
but the gate opens and shuts so quickly I can hear 
only half a sentence, and it is this: “ Unto him who 
hath washed us in his blood! ” 


JESUS READY. 


If I have shown you that “all things are ready,” 
that Christ is ready, that the Holy Spirit is ready, that 
the Church is ready, that the angels in glory are 
ready, that your glorified kindred are ready, then, 
with all the concentrated emphasis of my soul, I ask 
you if you are ready? You see my subject turews 
the whole responsibility upon yourself. Tf you do not 
get into the King’s banquet, it is because you do not 
accept the invitation. You have the most importt- 
nate invitation. ‘Two arms strotched Cown. from the 
cross soaked in blood from elbow to finger-tip, two lips 
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quivering in mortal anguish, two eyes beaming’ with 
infinite love, saying, “ Come, come, for all things are 
now ready.” 

I told you that when the queen came to Kenilworth 
Castle they stopped all the clocks, that the finger of 
time might be pointed to that happy moment of her 
arrival. Oh, if the King would come to the castle of 
your soul, you might well afford to stop all the clocks, 
that the hands might forever point to this moment as — 
the one most bright, most blessed, most tremendous. 
Now, I wish I could go around from circle to circle 
and invite every one of you, according to the invita- 
tion of my text, saying, “ Come! ” 

I would like to take every one of you by the hand 
and say, “Come!” Old man, who has been wander- 
ing sixty or seventy years, thy sun has almost gone 
down. Through the dust of the evening stretch out 
your withered hand to Christ. He will not cast thee 
off, old man. Oh, that one tcar of repentance might 
trickle down thy wrinkled cheek! After Christ has 
fed thee all thy life long, do you not think you can 
afford to speak one word in His praise ? 

Come, those of you who are farthest away from God. 
Drunkard, Christ can put out the fire of thy thirst. 
He can break that shackle. He can restore thy blasted 
home. Go to Jesus, libertine! Chris’ saw thee where 
thou wert last night. He knows of thy sin. Yet if 
thou wilt bring thy polluted soul to Him this moment 
He will throw over it the mantle of His pardon and love. 
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Mercy for thee, oh, thou chief of sinners! Harlot, 
thy feet foul with hell and thy laughter the horror of 
the street! Oh, Mary Magdalene, look to Jesus! 
Mercy for thee, poor lost waif of the street! Self-right- 
eous man, thou must be born again, or thou canst not 
see the kingdom of God! 

Do you think you can get into the feast with thoes 
rags? Why, the King’s servant would tear them off 
and leave you naked at the gate. You must be born 
again. The day is far spent. The cliffs begin to 
slide their long shadows across the plam. Do you 
know the feast has already begun—the feast to which 
you were invited—and the King sits with His guests, 
and the servant stands with his hand on the door of 
the banqueting room, and he begins to swing it shut ? 
It is half-way shut. It is three-fourths shut. It is 
only just ajar. Soon it will be shut. 

“Come, for all things are now ready.” Have I 
missed one man? Who has not felt himself called 
this hour? Then I call him now. This is the hour 
of thy redemption. 


While God invites, how blest the day ; 
How sweet the gospel’s charming sound ! 
Come, sinner, haste, oh, haste away, 
While yet a pardoning God is found. 


JOY IN HEAVEN. 


There is a line of loving, holy, mighty angels reach- 
ing to heaven. I suppose they reach from here to the 
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very gate, and when an audien¢e is assembled for 
Christian worship the air is full of them. If each one 
of you has a guardian angel, how many celestials there 
are here! They crowd the place, they hover, they 
flit about, they rejoice. Look, that spirit is just come 
from the throne! A moment ago it stood before 
Christ and heard the doxology of the glorified. Look! 
Bright immortal, what news from the golden city ? 
Speak, spirit blest! The response comes melting on 
the air, “Come, for all things are now ready! ” 

Angels ready to bear the tidings, angels ready to 
drop the benediction, angels ready to kindle the joy. 
They have stood in glory—they know all about it. 
They have felt the joy that is felt where there are no 
tears and no graves; immortal health, but no invalid- 
ism; songs, but no groans; wedding-bells, but no 
funeral torches; eyes that never weep, hands that 
never blister, heads that never faint, hearts that never 
break, friendships that are never weakened. 

Ready, all of them! Ready, thrones, principalities 
and powers! Ready,seraphimandcherubim! Ready, 
Michael the Archangel! 

Again, your kindred in glory are all ready for your 
coming. I pronounce modern spiritualism a fraud and 
asham. If John Milton and George Whitefield have 
no better business than to crawl under a table and 
rattle the leaves, they had better stay at home in glory. 
While I believe that modern spiritualism is bad be- 
cause of its domestic ravages, common-sense, enlightened 
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by the word of God, teaches us that our friends in 
glory sympathize with our redemption. 

This Bible says plainly there is joy in heaven 
among the angels of God over one sinner that repent- 
eth, and if angels rejoice and know of it shall not 
our friends standing among them know it? Some of - 
these spirits in glory toiled for your redemption. 
When they came to die, their chief grief was that you 
were not a Christian. They said, “Meet me in 
heaven,” and put their hands out from the cover and 
said, “Good-bye.” Now, suppose you should cross 
over from a sinful life to a holy life. Suppose you 
should be born into the kingdom. Suppose you should 
now say: “Farewell, O deceitful world! Get thee 
gone, my sin! . Fie upon all the follies! O Christ, 
help me or I perish! I take Thy promise. I believe 
Thy word. I enter Thy service.” 

Suppose you should say and do this? Why, the 
angel sent to you would shout upward, “He is com- 
ing!” and the angel poising higher in the air would 
shout it upward, “ He is coming!” and it would run 
all up the line of light from wing to wing and from 
trumpet to trumpet until it reached the gate, and 
then it would flash to “the house of many mansions,” 
and it would find out your kindred there, and before 
your tears of repentance had been wiped from the 
cheek and before youhad finished your first prayer your 
kindred in glory would know of it, and another heaven 


would be added to their joy, and they would cry: 
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“‘ My prayers are answered ; another loved one saved. 
Give me a harp with which to strike the joy. Saved! 
Saved! Saved!” 


LAME AND OLD. 


I was riding along the country road one day, and 
I saw a man on crutches. I overtook him. He was 
very old. He was going very slowly. At that rate 
it would have taken him two hours to goamile. I 
said, “ Wouldn’t you like to ride?” Hesaid: “ Thank 
you, I would. God bless you.” When he sat 
beside me, he said: ‘“ You see, I am very lame and 
very old, but the Lord has been a good Lord to me. 
I have buried all my children. The Lord gave them 
and the Lord hada right to take them away. Blessed 
be His name! I was very sick, and I had no money, 
and my neighbors came in and took care of me, and I 
wanted nothing. I suffer a great deal with pain, but 
then I have so many mercies left. The Lord has 
been a good Lord to me.” 

And before we had got far I was in doubt whether 
I was giving him a'ride or he was giving me a ride! 
He said: “ Now, if you please, Tl get out here. 
Just help me down on my crutches, if you please. 
God bless you. Thank you, sir. Good-morning. 
Good-morning. You have been feet to the lame, sir, 
you have. Good-morning.” 

Swarthy men had gone the road that day. Ido 
not know where they came out, but every hobble of 
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that old man was toward the shining gate. With his 
old crutch he had struck down many a Sennacherib 
of temptation which has mastered you and me. Lame, 
so fearfully lame, so awfully lame, but he took the 
prey. 

A step farther: There are in all communities many 
orphans. During our last war and in the years im- 
mediately following, how many children at the north 
and south we heard say, “ Oh, my father was killed 
in the war.’ Have you ever noticed—I fear you 
have not—how well those children have turned out ? 
Starting under the greatest disadvantage, no orphan 
asylum could do for them what their father would 
have done had he lived. 

The skirmisher sat one night by the light of fagots 
in the swamp, writing a letter home, when a sharp- 
shooter’s bullet ended the letter which was never 
folded, never posted and never read. Those children 
came up under great disadvantage. No father to fight 
their way for them. Perhaps there was in the old 
family Bible an old yellow letter pasted fast, which 
told the story of that father’s long march and how he 
suffered in the hospital. But they looked still farther 
on in the Bible, and they came to the story of how 
God is the father of the fatherless and the widow’s 
portion, and they soon took their father’s place in that 
household. 

They battled the way for their mother. They 


came on up, and many of them have already, in the 
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years since the war, taken positions in church and 
state, north and south. While many of those who 
suffered nothing during those times have bad sons go 
_ out mto lives of indolence and vagabondage, these 
who started under so many disadvantages because they 
were so early bereft, these are the lame who took the 
prey. 

A step farther: There are those who would like to 
do good. They say, “ Oh, if I only had wealth, or if 
I had eloquence, or if I had high social position, how 
much I would accomplish for God and the church! ” 
I stand here to-day to tell you that you have great 
opportunities for usefulness. 

Do you know that the three great poets of the 
world were totally blind—Homer, Ossian, John Mil- 
ton? Do you know that Mr. Prescott, who wrote 
that enchanting book, “The Conquest of Mexico,” 
never saw Mexico, could not even see the paper on 
which he was writing ? A framework across the sheet, 
between which, up and down, went the pen immortal. 
Do you know that Gambassio, the sculptor, could not 
see the marble before him or the chisel with which he 
cut it into shapes bewitching? Do you know that 
Alexander Pope, whose poems will last as long as the 
English language, was so much of an invalid that he 
had to be sewed up every morning in rough canvas in 
order to stand on his feet at all? 

Do you know that Stuart, the celebrated painter, 
did much of his wonderful work under the shadow of 
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the dungeon where he had been unjustly imprisoned 
for debt? Do you know that Demosthenes, by almost 
superhuman exertion, first had to conquer the lisp of © 
his own speech before he conquered assemblages with 
his eloquence? Do you know that Bacon struggled 
all through innumerable sicknesses, and that Lord 
Byron and Sir Walter Scott went limping on clubfoot 
through all their life, and that many of the great poets 
and painters and orators and historians and heroes of 
the world had something to keep them back, and pull 
them down, and impede their way, and cripple their 
physical or their intellectual movement, and yet that 
they pushed on and pushed up until they reached the 
spoils of worldly success, and amid the huzza of nations 
and centuries “ the lame took the prey.” 

You know that a vast multitude of these men started 
under the disadvantage of obscure parentage—Colum- 
bus, the son of the weaver; Ferguson, the astronomer, 
the son of the shepherd. America the prey of the 
one; worlds on worlds the prey of the other. But 
what is true in secular directions is more true in 
spiritual and religious directions, and I proceed to 
prove it. 

There are in all communities many invalids. They 
never know a well day. They adhere to their occu- 
pations, but they go panting along the streets with 
exhaustions, and at eventime they lie down on the 
lounge with achings beyond all medicaments. They 
have tried all prescriptions, they have gone through 
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all the cures which were proclaimed infallible, and 
they have come now to surrender to perpetual ail- 
ments. They consider they are among many disad- 
vantages ; and when they see those who are buoyant 
in health pass by, they almost envy their robust frames 
and easy respiration. 

But I have noticed among that invalid class those 
who have the greatest knowledge of the Bible, who 
are in nearest intimacy with Jesus Christ, who have 
the most glowing experiences of the truth, who have 
had the most remarkable answers to prayer and who 
have most exhilarant anticipations of heaven. The 
temptations which weary us who are in robust health 
they have conquered. 


CELESTIAL MUSIC. 


_ Now, in the emerald palace of heaven, let the cup- 
bearers and servants of the King remove this course 
from the banquet and bring on another course of 
angel’s food, which is celestial music. You and I 
have seen at some concert or oratorio a whole assem- 
blage to whom the music was a feast. Never any- 
thing that they took in at the lips of the mouth was 
so delightful to their taste as that which they took 
in at the lips of the ear. I have seen and you have 
seen people actually intoxicated with sweet sounds. 
Oratorios which are always too protracted for those of 
us who have not had our faculties cultivated in that 
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direction were never long enough for them. As at 
eleven o'clock at night the leader of the orchestra 
gave the three taps of his baton to again start the 
music, they were as fresh and alert as when three 
hours before and at eight o’clock the curtain first 
lifted. Music to them is food for body, food for 
mind and food for soul. From what I read in my 
Bible I think celestialized music will make up a large 
part of angel’s food. Why do I say “celestialized 
music?” Because, though music may have been 
born in heaven it had not all its charms until it came 
to earth and took a baptism of tears. Since then it 
has had a pathos and a tenderness that it could not 
otherwise have possessed. It had to pass under the 
shadows and over stormy seas, and weep at sepulchers, 
and to be hummed as lullaby over the cradle of sick 
children, before it could mount to its present altitudes 
of heavenly power. No organ on earth would be 
complete without the stop “tremolo” and the stop 
“vox humana.” And no music of heaven would be 
complete without the “tremolo” of earthly sorrow 
comforted, and the “vox humana” of earthly sympa- 
thies glorified. Just take up the New Testament and 
find it a note-book of celestialized musie. 

It says Jesus sang a hymn before He went to the 
Mount of Olives, and if He could sing on earth with 
Bethlehem humiliation close behind Him, and sworn 
enemies close on both sides of Him, and the torments 
of Golgotha just before Him, do you not suppose He 
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sings in heaven? Paul and Silas sang in midnight 
dungeon, and do you not suppose that now they sing 
on the delectable summits? What do harps and 
trumpets and choirs of revelation suggest if not 
music? What would the millions of good singers 
and players upon instruments who took part in 
earthly worship do in heaven without music? Why, 
the mansions ring with it. The great halls of eternity 
echo with it. The worship of unnumbered hosts is 
inwrapped with it. It will be the only art of earth 
that will have enough elasticity and strength to leap 
the grave and take possession of heaven. 


OPPORTUNITIES. 


“Here is a world which, after 6,000 years of bat- 
tling with tempest and accident, is still grander than 
any architect, human or angelic, could have drafted. 
I have two lamps to light me—a golden lamp anda 
silver lamp—a golden lamp set on the sapphire mantel 
of the day, a silver lamp set on the jet mantel of the 
night. Yea, I have that at twenty years of age which 
defies all inventory of valuables—a soul, with capacity 
to choose or reject, to rejoice or to suffer, to leve or 
to hate. Plato says it is immortal. Seneca says it ae 
immortal. Confucius says it is immortal. 

“An old book among the family relics, a book 
with leathern cover almost worn out, and pages ai- 
most obliterated by oft perusal, joins the other books 

27 
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in saying I am immortal. I have eighty years for a 
lifetime, sixty years yet to live. I may not live an 
hour, but then I must lay out my plans intelligently 
and for a long life. Sixty years added to the twenty 
I have already lived, that will bring me to eighty. I 
must remember that these eighty years are only a brief 
preface to the five hundred thousand millions of quin- 
tillions of years which will be my chief residence and 
existence. Now I understand my opportunities and 
my responsibilities. 

“Tf there is any being in the universe all-wise and 
all-beneficent who can help a man in such a juncture, 
Twant him. The old book found among the family 
relics tells me there is a God, and that for the sake 
of His Son, one Jesus, He will give help to a man, 
To Him I appeal. God help me! Here I have yet 
sixty years to do for myself and to do for others. ‘I 
must develop this body by all industries, by all gym- 
nastics, by all sunshine, by all fresh air, by all good 
habits. And this soul I must have swept and gar- 
nished and illumined and glorified by all that I can 
do for it, and all that I can get God to do for it. It 
shall be a Luxemburg of fine pictures. It shall be an 
orchestra of grand harmonies. It shall be a palace for 
God and righteousness to reign in. I wonder how 
many kind words I can utter in the next sixty years. 
T will try. I wonder how many good deeds I can do 
in the next sixty years. I will try. God help me!” 

That young man enters life. He is buffeted; he 
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is tried; he is perplexed. A grave opens on this side, 
and a grave opens on that side. He falls, but he 
rises again. He gets into a hard battle, but he gets 
the victory. The main course of his life is in the 
right direction. He blesses everybody he comes in 
contact with. God forgives his mistakes, and makes 
everlasting record of his holy endeavors, and at the 
close of it God says to him, “ Well done, good and 
faithful servant: enter into the joys of thy Lord.” 
My brother, my sister, I do not care whether that man 
dies at thirty, forty, fifty, sixty, seventy or eighty 
years of age. You can chisel right under his name 
on the tombstone these words: “ His life was worth 
living.” 

Amid the hills of New Hampshire in olden times 
there sits a mother. There are six children in the 
household—four boys and two girls. Small farm. 
Very rough, hard work to coax a living out of it. 
Mighty tugs to make the two ends of the year meet. 
The boys go to school in winter, and work the farm 
in summer. Mother is the chief presiding’ spirit. 
With her hands she knits all the stockings for the 
little feet, and she is the mantua-maker for the boys, 
and she is the milliner for the girls. There is only 
one musical instrument in the house—the spinning- 
wheel. The food is very plain, but it is always well 
provided. The winters are very cold, but are kept 
out by the blankets she quilted. On Sunday when 


she appears in the village church, her children around 
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her, the minister looks down and is reminded of the 
Bible description of a good housewife: “ Her chil- 
dren arise up and call her blessed. Her husband 
also, and he praiseth her.” 

Some years go by, and the two eldest boys want a 
collegiate education, and the household economies are 
severer, and the calculations are closer, and until 
those two boys get their education there is a hard 
battle for bread. One of these boys enters the unt 
versity, stands in a pulpit widely influential, and 
preaches righteousness, judgment, and temperance, 
and thousands during his ministry are blessed. The 
other lad who got the collegiate education goes into 
the law, and thence into legislative halls, and after 
awhile he commands listening senates as he makes a 
plea for the down-trodden and the outcast. One of 
the younger boys becomes a merchant, starting at the 
foot of the ladder, but climbing on up until his suc- 
cess and his philanthropies are recognized all over the 
land. The other son stays at home because he pre- 
fers farming life, and then he thinks he will be able 
to take care of father and mother when they get old. 


PAUL AT DAMASCUS. 


A horseman of the name of Paul, riding toward this 
city, had been thrown from the saddle. The horse 
had dropped under a flash from the sky, which at the 
same time was so bright it blinded the rider for many 
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days, and I think so permanently injured his eyesight 
that this defect of vision became the thorn in the flesh 
he afterward speaks of. He started for Damascus to 
butcher Christians, but after that hard fall from his 
horse he was a changed man and preached Christ in 
Damascus till the city was shaken to its foundation. 
The mayor gives authority for his arrest, and the 
popular ery is: “Kall him! kill him!” The city is 
surreunded by a high wall, and the gates are watched 
by the police lest the Cilician preacher eseape. Many 
of the houses are built on the wall, and their balconies 
projected clear over and hovered above the gardens 
outside. It was customary to lower baskets out of 
these balconies and pull up fruits and flowers from the 
gardens. To this day visitors at the monastery of 
Mount Sinai are lifted and let down in baskets. 
Detectives prowled around from louse to house 
looking for Paul, but his friends hid him, now in one 
place, now inanother. He 1s no coward, as fifty inci- 
dents in his life demonstrate. But he feels his work 
is not done yet, and so he evades assassination. “Is 
that preacher here?” the foaming mob shout at one 
house door. ‘Is that fanatic here’? ”’ the police shout 
at another house door. Sometimes on the street incog- 
nito he passes through a crowd of clinched fists, and 
sometimes he secretes himself on the housetops. At 
last the infuriated populace get on sure track of him. 
They have positive evidence that he is in the house 
of one of the Christians, the baleony of .whose home 
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reaches over the wall. ‘“ Here he is! Here he is! ” 


The vociferation and blasphemy and howling of 
the pursuers are at the front door. They break in. 
“Fetch out that gospelizer and let us hang his head 
on the city gate. Where is he?” The emergency 
was terrible. Providentially there was a good stout 
basket in the house. Paul’s friends fasten a rope to 
the basket. Paul steps into it. The basket is lifted 
to the edge of the balcony on the wall, and then while 
Paul holds on to the rope with both hands his friends 
lower away, carefully and cautiously, slowly, but surely, 
farther down and farther down, until the basket strikes 
the earth and the apostle steps out, and afoot and alone 
starts on that famous missionary tour, the story of 
which has astonished earth and heaven. Appropriate 
entry in Paul’s diary of travels, “Through a window, 
in a basket, was I let down by the wall.” 


EARNEST PRAYER. * 


Oh, for such an earnest prayer! People of God, lay 
hold of the horns of the altar now and supplicate the 
salvation of all those who sit in the same pew with you 
—yea, the redemption of all who sit in your churches. 

I tell you to-day, my friends, of a great salvation. 
Do you understand what it is to have a Saviour? He 
took your place. He bore your sins. He wept your 
sorrows. He is here now to save your soul. A 
‘soldier, worn out in his country’s service, took to the 
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violin as a mode of earning his living. He was found 
in the streets of Vienna playing his violin, but after 
awhile his hand became feeble and tremulous, and he 
could no more make music. One day, while he sat 
there weeping, a man passed along and said: “ My 
friend, you are too old and too feeble. Give me your 
violin.” And he took the man’s violin and began to 
discourse most exquisite music, and the people gath- 
ered around in larger and larger multitudes, and the 
aged man held his hat, and the coin poured in and 
poured in until the hat was full. 

““ Now,” said the man who was playing the violin, 
“put that coin in your pockets.” The coin was put in 
the old man’s pockets. Then he held his hat again, 
and the violinist played more sweetly than ever and 
played untilsome of the people wept and some shouted. 
And again the hat was filled with coin. Then the 
violinist dropped the instrument and passed off, and the 
whisper went, “ Who is it, who is it?” and some one 
just entering the crowd said. “ Why, that is Bucher, the 
great violinist, known all through the realm. Yes, 
that is the great violinist.” The fact was, he had just 
taken that man’s place, and assumed his poverty, and 
borne his burden, and played his music, and earned 
his livelihood, and made sacrifice for the poor old man. 
So the Lord Jesus Christ comes down, and He finds us 
in our spiritual penury, and across the broken strings 
of His own broken heart He strikes a strain of infinite 
music which wins the attention of earth and heaven. 
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He takes our poverty. He plays our music. He 
weeps our sorrow. He dies our death. <A sacrifice 
for you, a sacrifice for me. 

Oh, will you accept this sacrifice now? I do not 
single out this and that man and this and that woman, 
But I say all may come. The sacrifice is so great all 
may be saved. Does it not seem to you as if heaven 
was very near? I can feel its breath on my cheek. 
Godis near. Christ is near. The Holy Spirit is near. 
Ministering angels are near, your glorified kindred in 
heaven near, your Christian father near, your glorified 
mother near, your departed children near. Your re- 
demption is near. 


THE EFFECTUAL PRAYER. 


When prodigals come home, just hear those Chris- 
tians sing! It is not a dull tune you hear at such 
times. Just hear those Christians pray! It is not a 
stereotyped supplication we have heard over and over 
for twenty years, but a putting of the case in the 
hands of God with an importunate pleading. Men 
never pray at great length unless they have nothing 
to say, and their hearts are hard and cold. All the 
prayers in the Bible that were answered were short 
prayers : “ God be merciful to me, a sinner.” “ Lord, 
that I may receive my sight.” “ Lord, save me or I 
perish.” The longest prayer, Solomon’s prayer at the 
dedication of the temple, less than eight minutes in 
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length, according to the ordinary rate of enunciation. 
And just hear them pray now that the prodigals are 
coming home. Just see them shake hands. No put- 
ting forth of the four tips of the fingers in a formal way, 
but a hearty grasp, where the muscles of the heart 
seem to clinch the fingers of one hand around the other 
hand. And then see those Christian faces, how illu- 
_minedthey are. And see that old man get up and with 
the same voice that he sang fifty years ago in the old 
country meeting-house say, “ Now, Lord, lettest Thou 
Thy servant depart in peace, for mine eyes have seen 
Thy salvation.” - There was a man of Keith who was 
hurled into prison in time of persecution, and one day 
he got off his shackles, and he came and stood by the 
prison-door, and when the jailer was opening the door 
with one stroke he struck down the man who had in- 
carcerated him. 

Passing along the streets of London, he wondered 
where his family was. He did not dare to ask lest he 
excite suspicion, but passing along a little way from 
the prison he saw a Keith tankard, a cup that belonged 
to the family from generation to generation. He saw 
it in a window. His family, hoping that some day he 
would get clear, came and lived as near as they could 
to the prison-house, and they set that Keith tankard 
in the window, hoping he would see it, and he came 
along and saw it, and knocked at the door, and went 
in, and the long-absent family were all together again. 


Oh, if you would start for the kingdom of God to-day, 
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I think some of you would find nearly all your friends 
and nearly all your families around the holy tankard 
of the holy communion 





fathers, mothers, brothers, 
sisters, around that sacred tankard which commemo- 
rates the love of Jesus Christ our Lord! Oh, it will 
be a great communion day when your whole family sits 
around the sacred tankard! One on earth, one in 
heaven. 


THE SPEED OF PRAYER. 


Again, behold this combination of my text in all 
successful Christian work. We stand or kneel in our 
pulpits and social meetings and reformatory associa- 
tions offering prayer. Now, if anything has wings, it 
is prayer: It can fly farther and faster than anything 
I can now think of. In one second of time from 
where you sit it can fly to the throne of God 
and alight in England. In one second of time from 
where you sit it can fly to the throne of God and 
alight in India. It can girdle the earth in a shorter 
time than you can seal a letter, or clasp a belt, or hook 
an eye. Wings, whether that prayer starts from an 
infant’s tongue or the trembling lip of a centenarian, 
rising from the heart of a farmer’s wife standing at 
the dashing churn, or before the hot breath of a coun- 
try oven, they soar away and pick out of all the ship- 
ping of the earth on all the seas the craft on which 
her sailor-boy is voyaging. Yea, prayer can fly clear 
down into the future. When the father of Queen 
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Victoria was dying, he asked that the infant Victoria 
might be brought while he sat up in bed, and the babe 
was brought, and the father prayed, “If this child 
should live to become queen of England, may she rule 
in the fear of God!” Having ended his prayer, he 
said, “ Take the child away.” But all who know the 
history of England for the last fifty years know that 
the prayer for that infant more than seventy years ago 
has been answered, and with what emphasis and affec- 
tion millions of the queen’s subjects have this day in 
chapels and cathedrals, on land and sea, supplicated, 
“ God save the queen!” 

Prayer flies not only across continents, but across cent- 
uries. If prayer had only feet, it might run here and 
there and do wonders. But it has wings, and they 
are as radiant of plume and as swift to rise or swoop 
or dart or circle as the cherubim’s wings which swept 
through Ezekiel’s vision. But, oh, my friends, the 
prayer must have the hand under the wing, or it may 
amount to nothing. The mother’s hand, or the father’s 
hand, must write to the wayward boy as soon as you 
can hear how to address him. Christian souls must 
contribute to the evangelism of that far-off land for 
which they have been praying. Stop singing, “ Fly 
abroad, thou mighty gospel,” unless you are willing 
to give something of your own means to make it fly. 
Have you been praying for the salvation of a young 
man’s soul? That is right, but also extend the hand 
of invitation to come to a religious meeting. 
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Have you ever tried the power of prayer? God 
says, “ He is loving and faithful and patient.” Do 
you believe that? You are told that Christ came to 
save sinners. Do you believe that? You are told 
that all you have to do to get the pardon of the gospel 
is to ask for it. Do you believe that? Then come 
to Him and say: “ O Lord, I know Thou canst not 
lie. Thou hast told meto come for pardon and I could 
get it. Icome, Lord. Keep Thy promise and Hage 
ate my captive soul.” 

Oh, that you might have an altar in the parlor, in 
the kitchen, in the store, in the barn, for Christ will 
be willing to come again to the manger to hear prayer. 
He would come to your place of business as He con- 
fronted Matthew, the tax-commissioner. If a measure 
should come before Congress that you thought would 
ruin the nation, how you would send in petitions and 
remonstrances. And yet there has been enough sin 
in your heart to ruin it forever, and you have never 
remonstrated or petitioned against it. If your physical 
health failed and you had the means, you would go 
and spend the summer in Germany and the winter in 
Italy, and you would think it a very cheap outlay if 
you had to go allround the earth to get back your 
physical health. Have you made any effort, any 
expenditure, any exertion, for your immortal and 
spiritual health ? 
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Oh, that you might now begin to seek after God 
with earnest prayer? > Some of you have been work- 
ing for years and years for the support of your families. 
Have you given one-half day to the working out of 
our salvation with fear and trembling ? You came 
here with an earnest purpose, I take it, as I have come 
hither with an earnest purpose, and we meet face to 
face, and I tell you, first of all, if you want to find 
the Lord you must pray and pray and pray. 

Iremark again, you must seek the Lord through 
Bible study. The Bible is the newest book in the 
world. “ Oh,” you say, “it was made hundreds of 
years ago, and the learned men of King James trans- 
lated it hundreds of years ago.” I confute that idea 
by telling you it is not five minutes old when God by 
His blessed spirit retranslates itinto the heart. If you 
will, in the seeking of the way of life through Script- 
ure study, implore God’s light to fall upon the page, 
you will find that these promises are not one second 
old, and that they drop straight from the throne of 
God into your heart. 


GOD’S ANSWER TO PRAYER. 


During the passing of the last generation some pe- 
culiar events have unfolded. One day while resting at 
Sharon Springs, N. Y.—I think it was in 1870, the 
year after my settlement in Brooklyn—and_ while 
walking in the park of that place, I found myself ask- 
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ing the question: “ I wonder if there is any special 
mission for me to execute in this world? If there is, 
may God show it to me.” There soon came upon me 
_a great desire to preach the gospel through the secu- 
lar printing press. I realized that the vast majority 
of people, even in Christian lands, never enter a church, 
and that it would be an opportunity of usefulness in- - 
finite if that door of publication were opened. And 
so I recorded that prayer in a blank book and offered 
the prayer day in and day out until the answer came, ° 
though in a way different from that which I had ex- 
pected, for it came through the misrepresentation and 
persecution of enemies, and I have to record it for the 
encouragement of all ministers of the gospel who are 
misrepresented that if the misrepresentation be viru- 
lent enough, and bitter enough, and continuous enough, 
there is nothing that so widens one’s field of useful- 
ness as hostile attack, if you are really doing the Lord’s 
"work. The bigger the lie told about me the bigger the 
demand to see and hear what I really was doing. From 
one stage of sermonic publication to another the work 
has gone on, until week by week and for about twenty- 
three years I have had the world for my audience as uc 
man ever had, and to-day more so than at any other 
time. The syndicates inform me that my sermons go 
now to about 25,000,000 of people in all lands. I 
mention this not in vain boast, but asa testimony to the 
fact that God answers prayer. Would God I had better 
occupied the field and been more consecrated to the 
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work! May God forgive me for:lack of service in the 
past and double and quadruple and quintuple my work 
in future. 

In this my quarter century-sermon I record the fact 
that side by side with the procession of blessings has 
gone a procession of disasters. I am preaching to-day 
in the fourth church building since I began in this 
city. My first sermon was in the old church on Scher- 
merhorn Street to an audience chiefly of empty seats, 
for the church was almost extinguished. That church 
filled and, overflowing, we built a larger church, which 
after two or three years disappeared in flame. Then 
we built another church, which also in a line of fiery 
succession disappeared in the same way. Then we put 
up this building, and may it stand for many years a 
fortress of righteousness and a light-house for the storm- 
tossed, its gates crowded with vast assemblages long 
after we have ceased to frequent them. 


THE GLORIOUS PROMISE. 


But I must not forget those two hundred men who 
fainted away by the brook Besor. They could not 
take another step farther. Their feet were sore; their 
head ached ; their entire nature was exhausted. Be- 
sides that they were broken-hearted because their 
homes were gone. Ziklag inashes! And yet David, 
when he comes up to them, divides the spoils among 


them! He says they shall have some of the jewels, 
28 
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some of the robes, some of the treasures. I look over 
this audience this morning, and I find at least two hun- 
dred who have fainted by the brook Besor—the brook 
of tears. You feel as if you could not take another step 
farther, as though you could never look upagain. But 
Iam going to imitate Davidand divide among you some 
glorious trophies. Here is a robe, “ All things work 
together for good to those who love God.” Wrap your- 
self in that glorious promise. Here is for your neck 
a string of pearls made out of crystallized tears, 
“ Weeping may endure for a night, but joy cometh in 
the morning.” Here is a coronet, “ Be thou faithful 
unto death, and I will give thee a crown of life.” Oh, 
ye fainting ones by the brook Besor, dip your blistered 
feet in the running stream of God’s mercy, bathe your 
brow at the wells of salvation, soothe your wounds 
with the balsam that exudes from: trees’ of life. God 
will not utterly cast you off, O broken-hearted man, 
O broken-hearted woman, fainting by the brook Besor ! 

A shepherd finds that his musical pipe is bruised. 
He says: “I can’t get any more music out of this in- 
strument, so I will just break it, and I will throw this 
reed away. Then I will get another reed, and I will 
play music on that.” But God says He will not cast 
you off because all the music has gone out of your soul. 
“The bruised reed he will not break.” As far as I 
can tell the diagnosis of your disease, you want divine 
nursing, and it is promised you, “ As one whom his 
mother comforteth so will I comfort you.” God will 
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see you all the way through, O troubled soul, and when 
you come down to the Jordan of death you will find 
it to be as thin a brook as Besor, for Dr. Robinson 
says that in April Besor dries up, and there is no brook 
at all. And in your last moment you will be as placid 
as the Kentucky minister who went up to God, saying 
in the dying hour: “ Write to my sister Kate and tell 
her not to be worried and frightened about the story 
of the horrors around the death-bed. Tell her there is 
not a word of truth in it, for I am there now, and 
Jesus is with me, and I find it a very happy way, not 
because I am a good man, for I am not. I am noth- 
ing but a poor, miserable sinner, but I have an Al- . 
mighty Saviour, and both of His arms are around 
me.” 

May God Almighty, through the blood of the ever- 
lasting covenant, bring us into the companionship of 
our loved ones who have already entered the heavenly 
land and into the presence of Christ, whom, not hav- 
ing seen, we love, and so David shall recover all, “and 
as his part is that goeth down to the battle, so shall his 
part be that tarrieth by the stuff.” 


PROCRASTINATION. 


And now my subject takes a deeper tone, and it 
shows what a dangerous thing is this deferring of 
religion. When Paul’s chain rattled down the marble 
stairs of Felix, that was Felix’s last chance for heaven. 
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Judging from his character afterward, he was reprobate 
and abandoned. And so was Drusilla. 

One day in southern Italy there was a trembling of 
the earth, and the air got black with smoke intershot 
with liquid rocks, and Vesuvius rained upon Drusilla 
and upon her son a horrible tempest of ashes and fire. 
They did not reject religion. They only put it off. 
They did not understand that that day, that that hour 
when Paul stood before them, was the pivotal hour 
upon which everything was poised and that it tipped 
the wrong way. Their convenient season came when 
Paul and his guardsman entered the palace. It 
‘went away when Paul and his guardsman left. Have 
you never seen men waiting for a convenient season ? 
There is such a great fascination about it that, though 
you may have great respect to the truth of Christ, yet 
somehow there is in your soul the thought: “Not 
quite yet. It1s not time for me to become a Christian.” 
I say to a boy, “Seek Christ.” Hesays: “No. Wait 
until I get to be a young man.” I say to the young 
man, “ Seek Christ.” He says, “ Wait until I come to 
mid-life.” I meet the same person in mid-life, and I say, 
“Seek Christ.” He says, “ Wait until I get old.” I 
meet the same person in old age and say to him, “ Seek 
Christ.” He says, “ Wait until I am on my dying 
bed.” I am called to his dying couch. His last 
moments have come. I bend over the couch and listen 
for his last words. I have partially to guess what they 
are by thé motion of his lips, he is so feeble, but rally- 


GEMS OF RELIGIOUS THOUGHT. 439 


ing himself he whispers until I can hear him say, “ I-— 
am—waiting— for—a— more—convenient— season,” 
and he is gone ! 

I can tell you when your convenient season will 
come. I can tell you the year. It will be 1894. I 
can tell you what kind of a day it will be. It will be 
the Sabbath day. I can tell you what hour it will be. 
Jt will be between eight and ten o’clock. In other 
words, itisnow. Do youask me how I know this is your 
convenient season? I know it because you are here, 
and because the Holy Spirit is here, and because the 
elect sons and daughters of God are praying for your 
redemption. Ah, I know it is your convenient season 
because some of you, like Felix, tremble as all your 
past life comes upon you with its sin, and all the future 
life comes upon you with its terror. This night airis 
aglare with torches to show you up or to show you 
down. It is rustling with wings to lift you into light 
or smite you into despair, and there is a rushing 
to and fro, and a beating against the door of your 
souls with a great thunder of emphasis, telling you, 
“‘ Now, now is the best time, as it may be the only time.” 

May God Almighty forbid that any of you, my 
brethren or sisters, act the part of Felix and Drusilla 
and put away this great subject. If you are going to 
be saved ever, why not begin to-night? Throw down 
your sins and take the Lord’s pardon. Christ has been 
tramping after you many aday. An Indian and a 
white man became Christians. The Indian, almost as 
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soon as he heard the gospel, believed and was saved, 
but the white man struggled on in darkness for a long 
while before he found light. 

After their peace in Christ the white man said to 
the Indian, “ Why was it that I was kept so long in 
the darkness and you immediately found peace ?” 
The Indian replied : “I will tell you. A prince comes 
along, and he offers you a coat. You look at your 
coat, and you say, ‘ My coat is good enough,’ and you 
refuse his offer, but the prince comes along, and he 
offers me the coat, and I look at my old blanket, and 
I throw that away and take his offer. You, sir,” 
continued the Indian, “ are clinging to your own right- 
eousness ; you think you are good enough, and you keep 


your own righteouness; but I have nothing’, nothing, 
and so when Jesus offers me pardon and peace I simply 
take it.” 

My reader, why not now throw away the worn-out 
blanket of your sin and take the robe of a Saviour’s 
righteousness—a robe so white, so fair, so lustrous, that 
no fuller on earth can whiten it? O Shepherd, to-night 
bring home the lost sheep! O Father, to-night give a 
welcoming kiss to the wan prodigal! O Friend of 
Lazarus, to-night break down the door of the sepulcher 
and say to all these dead souls as by irresistible fiat : 
“Live! Live!” 

Again, I remark that the birds of the air are wiser 
than we because they know when to start. If you 
should go out now and shout, “Stop, storks and 


GEMS OF RELIGIOUS THOUGHT, 441 


cranes, don’t be in a hurry!” they would say: “No, 
we cannot stop. Last night we heard the roaring in 
the woods bidding us away, and the shrill flute of the 
north wind has sounded the retreat. We must go. 
We must go.” So they gather themselves into com- 
panies, and turning not aside for storm, or mountain 
top, or shock of musketry, over land and sea, straight 
as an arrow to the mark, they go. And if you come 
out this morning with a sack of corn and throw it in 
the fields and try to get them to stop, they are so far 
up they would hardly see it. They are on their way 
south. You could not stop them. Oh, that we were 
as wise about the best time to start for God and 
heaven! We say: “ Wait until it is a little later in 
the season of mercy. Wait until some of these green 
leaves of hope are.all dried up and have been scattered. 
Wait until next year.” After a while we start, and it 
is too late, and we perish in the way when God’s wrath 
is kindled ‘but a little. There are, you know, excep- 
tional cases, where birds have started too late, and in 
the morning you have found them dead on the snow. 
And there are those who have perished half-way be- 
tween the world and Christ. They waited until the 
last sickness, when the mind was gone, or they were 
on the express train going at forty miles an hour, and 
they came to the bridge and the “draw was up,” and 
they went down. How long to repent and pray? 
Two seconds! To do the work of a lifetime and to 
prepare for a vast eternity in two seconds! I was 
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reading of an entertainment given in a king’s court, 
and there were musicians there, with elaborate pieces 
of music. After awhile Mozart came and began to 
‘play, and he had a blank piece of paper before him, 
and the king familiarly looked over his shoulder and 
said: ¢* What are you playing? I see no music be- 
fore you.” And Mozart put his hand on his brow, as 
much as to say, “Iam improvising.” It was very 
well for him; but, oh, my friends, we cannot extem- 
porizeheaven. If we do not get prepared in this world, 
we will never take part in the orchestral harmonies of 
the saved. Oh, that we were as wise asthe crane and 
the stork, flying away, flying away from the tempest ! 


PROSPERITY. 


Have you forgotten to thank God for your days of 
prosperity, and that through your trials some of you 
have made investments which will continue after the 
last bank of this world has exploded and the silver and 
gold are molten in fires of a burning world? Have 
you, amid all your losses and discouragements, forgot 
that there was bread on your table this morning and 
that there shall be a shelter for your head from the 
storm, and there is air for your lungs and blood for 
- your heart and light for your eye and a glad and glo- 
rious and triumphant religion for your soul ? 

Perhaps your last trouble wasa bereavement. That 
heart which in childhood was your refuge, the parental 
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heart, and which has been a source of the quickest 
sympathy ever since, has suddenly become silent for- 
ever. And now sometimes whenever in sudden an- 
noyance and without deliberation you say, “I will go | 
and tell mother,” the thought flashes on you, “I have 
no mother.” Or the father, with voice less tender, but 
at heart as earnest and loving—watchful of all your 
ways, exultant over your success without saying much, 
although the old people do talk it over by themselves 
—1is taken away forever. 

Or there was your companion in life, sharer of your 
jeys and sorrows, taken, leaving the heart an old ruin, 
where the ill winds blow over a wide wilderness of des- 
olation, the sands of the desert driving across the place 
which once bloomed like the garden of God. And 
Abraham mourns for Sarah at the cave of Machpelah. 
Going along your path in life, suddenly, right before 
you was an open grave. 

People looked down, and they saw it was only a few 
feet deep and a few feet wide, but to you it was a 
chasm down which went all your hopes and all your 
expectations. 

But cheer up in the name of the Lord Jesus Christ, 
the Comforter. He is not going to forsake you. Did 
the Lord take that child out of your arms? Why, He 
is going to shelter it better than you could. He is 
going to array it in a white robe and givé it a palm 
branch and have it all ready to greet you at your com- 
ing home. Blessed the broken heart that Jesus heals. 
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Blessed the importunate cry that Jesus compassionates. 
Blessed the weeping eye from which the soft hand of 
Jesus wipes away the tear. 

Some years ago I was sailing down the St. John 
river, which is the Rhine and Hudson commingled in 
one scene of beauty and grandeur, and while I was on 
the deck of the steamer a gentleman pointed out to 
me the places of interest, and he said, “ All this is in- 
terval land, and it is the richest land in all the provy- 
inces of New Brunswick and Nova Scotia.” 

“ What,” said I, “do you mean by interval land?” 
“ Well,” he said, “this land is submerged for a part 
of the year. Spring freshets come down, and all these 
plains are overflowed with the water, and the water 
leaves a rich deposit, and when the waters are gone the 
harvest springs up, and there is the grandest harvest 
that was ever reaped.” And I instantly thought, “It 
is not the heights of the church and it is not the 
heights of this world that are the scenes of the great- 
est prosperity, but the soul over which the floods of 
sorrow have gone, the soul over which the freshets of 
tribulation have torn their way, that yields the great- 
est fruits of righteousness, and the largest harvest for 
time, and the richest harvest for eternity.” Bless God 
that your soul is interval land. 


A FEW QUESTIONS. 


Some of you, in coming to God, will have to run 
against skeptical notions. It is useless for people to 
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say sharp and cutting things to those who reject the 
Christian religion. I cannot say such things. By 
what process of temptation or trial or betrayal you 
have come to your present state I know not. There are 
two gates to your nature—the gate of the head and 
the gate of the heart. The gate of your head is locked 
with bolts and bars that an archangel could not break, 
but the gate of your heart swings easily on its hinges. 
If L assaulted your body with weapons, you would meet 
me with weapons, and it would be sword-stroke for 
sword-stroke, and wound for wound, and blood for 
blood, but if I come and knock at the door of your 
house you open it and give me the best seat in your 
parlor. If I should come at you to-day with an argu- 
ment, you would answer me with an argument; if 
with sarcasm, you would answer me with sarcasm, blow 
for blow, stroke for stroke, but when I come and 
knock at the door of your heart you open it and say, 
“Come in, my brother, and tell me all you know about 
Christ and heaven.” 

Listen to two or three questions: Are you as happy 
as you used to be when you believed in the truth of 
the Christian religion? Would you like to have your 
children travel on in the road in which you are now 
traveling ? You had a relative who professed to bea 
Christian and was thoroughly consistent, living and 
dying in the faith of the gospel. Would you not like 
to live the same quiet life and die the same peaceful 
death ? I received a letter sent me by one who has 
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rejected the Christian religion. It says: “Iam old 
enough to know that the joys and pleasures of life are 
evanescent and to realize the fact that 1t must be com- 
fortable in old age to believe in something relative to 
the future and to have a faith in’ some system that 
proposes to save. Iam free to confess that I would 
be happier if I could exercise the simple and beautiful 
faith that is possessed by many whom I know. Iam 
not willingly out of the church or out of the faith. 
My state of uncertainty is one of unrest. Sometimes 
I doubt my immortality and look upon the death-bed 
as the closing scene, after which there is nothing. 
What shall I do that I have not done?” Ah, skepti- 
cism is a dark and doleful land! Let me say that this 
Bible is either true or false. If it be false, we are as 
well off as you; if it be true, then which of us is 
safer ? 
A QUESTION OF TESTIMONY. 


You tell me James A. Garfield was inaugurated 
president of the United States on the 4th of March, 
1881. How do I know it? You tell me there were 
20,000 persons who distinctly heard his inaugural ad- 
dress. I deny both. I deny that he was inaugurated. 
I deny that his inaugural address was delivered. You 
ask why. I did not see it; I did not hear it. But 
you say that there were 20,000 persons who did see and 
hear him. I say I cannot take it anyhow. I did not 
see and hear him. Whose testimony will you take ? 
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You will not take my testimony. You say: “ You 
know nothing about it ; you were not there. Let. us 
have the testimony of the 20,000 persons who stood be- 
fore the capitol and heard that magnificent inaugural. ° 
Why, of course that is as your common sense dictates. 
Now, here are some men who say they have never 
seen Christ crowned in the heart, and they do not be- 
heve it is everdone. Thereis a group of men who say 
they have never heard the voice of Christ; they have 
never heard the voice of God. They do not believe 
it ever transpired or was ever heard—that anything 
like it ever occurred. I point to twenty, 100,000 or 
1,000,000 people who say, “Christ was crowned in 
our hearts’ affections ; we have seen Him and felt Him 
in our souls, and we have heard His voice; we have 
heard it in storm and darkness; we have heard it 
again and again. Whose testimony will you take ? 
These men, who say they have not heard the voice of 
Christ, have not seen the coronation, or will you take 
the thousands and millions of Christians who testify of 
what they saw with their own eyes and heard with 
_ their own ears ? 
_ Yonder is an aged Christian after fifty years’ experi- 
ence of the power of godliness in his soul. Ask this 
man whether, when he buried his dead, the religion 
of Jesus Christ was not a consolation. Ask him if 
through the long years of his pilgrimage the Lord ever 
forsook him. Ask him, when he looks forward to. 
the future, if he has not a peace, and a joy, and a 
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consoiation the world cannot take away. Put his 
testimony of what he has seen and what he has felt 
opposite to the testimony of a man who says he has 
not seen anything on the subject or felt anything on 
the subject. Will you take the testimony of people 
who have not seen or people who have seen ? 


ANOTHER QUESTION. 


You may talk about the church being a collection 
of hypocrites, but when the diphtheria sweeps your 
children off whom do you send for? The postmaster, 
the attorney-general, the hotel keeper, alderman ? 
No, you send for a minister of this Bible religion. 
And if you have not a room in your house for the 
obsequies, what building do you solicit? Do yousay, 
“ Give me the finest- room in the hotel?” Do you 
say, ‘“ Give me that theater?”’ Do you say: “ Give 
me a place in that public building, where I can lay 
my dead for a little while until we say a prayer over 
it?” No. You say, “ Give us the house of God.” 

And if there is a song to be sung at the obsequies; ° 
what do you want? What does anybody want? 
“ The Marseillaise hymn?” “ God Save the Queen ? ” 
Our own. grand national air? No. They want the 
hymn with which they sang their old Christian mother 
into her last sleep, or they want sung the Sabbath 
school hymn which their little girl sang the last Sab- 
bath afternoon she was out before she got that awful 
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sickness which broke your heart. I appeal to your 
common sense. You know the most endearing institu- 
tion on earth, the most popular institution on earth 
to-day, is the church of the Lord Jesus Christ. 

The infidels say, “ Infidelity shows its successes from 
the fact that it is everywhere accepted, and it can say 
what it will.” Why, my friends, infidelity is not half 
so blatant in our days as it was in the days of our 
fathers. Do you know that in the days of our fathers 
there were pronounced infidels in public authority and 
they could get any political position? Let a man to- 
day declare himself antagonistic to the Christian re: 
ligion, and what city wants him for mayor, what state 
wants him for governor, what nation wants him for 
president or for king? Let a man openly proclaim 
himself the enemy of our glorious Christianity, and he 
cannot get a majority of votes in any state, in any 
city, in any county, in any ward of America. . 


THE RESURRECTION. 


It is early Sunday morning, and we start up to find 
the grave of Christ. We find the morning sun gild- 
ing the dew, and the shrubs are sweet as the foot 
crushes them. What a beautiful place to be buried 
in! Wonder they did not treat Christ as well when 
he was alive as they do now thatheis dead. Give the 
military salute to the soldiers who stand guarding the 
dead. But hark to the crash—an earthquake! The 
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soldiers fall back as though they were dead, and the 
stone at the door of Christ’s tomb spins down the hill, 
flung by the arm of an angel. Come forth, O Jesus, 
from the darkness into the sunlight! Come forth 
and breathe the perfume of Joseph’s garden. 

Christ comes forth radiant, and as he steps out of 
the excavation of the rock I look down into the excava- 
tion, and in the distance I see others coming hand in 
hand and troop after troop, and I find itis a long pro- 
cession of the precious dead. Among them are our 
own loved ones—father, mother, brother, sister, com- 
panion, children, coming up out of the excavation of 
the rock until the last one has stepped out into the 
light, and [am bewildered, and I cannot understand 
the scene until I see Christ wave his-hand over the 
advancing procession from the rock and hear him ery : 
“¢ Tam the resurrection and the life. He who believeth 
in me, though he were dead, yet shall he live.’ And 
then I notice that the long dirge of the world’s woe 
suddenly stops at the archangelic shout of “ Come 
forth!” , 

Oh, my friends, if Christ had not broken out of the 
grave you and I would never come out of it! It 
would have been another case of Charlotte Corday 
attempting to slay a tyrant, herself slain. It -would 
have been another case of John Brown attempting to 
free the slaves, himself hung. It would have been 
Death and Christ in a grapple and Death the victor. 
The black flag would have floated on all the graves 
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and mausoleums of the dead, and hell would have con- 
quered the forces of heaven and captured the ramparts 
- of God, and Satan would have come to coronation in 
the palaces of heaven, and it would have been devils 
on the throne and sons of God in the dungeon. 


NO SELE-SALVATION. 


Again, the unavailing effort of those Mediterranean 
oarsmen has a counterpart in every man that is trying ~ 
to row his own soul into safety. When the eternal 
spirit flashes upon us our condition, we try to save 
ourselves. We say, “Give me a stout oar for my 
right hand, give me a stout oar for my left hand, and 
I will pull myself into safety.” No. <A wave of sin 
comes and dashes you one way, and a wave of tempta- 
tion comes and dashes you in another way, and there 
are plenty of rocks on which to founder, but seem- 
ingly no harbor into which to sail. Sin must be 
thrown overboard, or we must perish. There are men 
who have tried for years to become Christians. They 
believe all I say in regard to a future world. They 
believe that religion is the first, the last, the infinite 
necessity. They do everything but trust in Christ. 
They make sixty strokes ina minute. They bend for- 
ward with all earnestness, and they lie back until the 
muscles are distended, and yet they have not made 
one inch in ten years toward heaven. What is the 
reason? That is not the way to go to work. You 
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might as well take a frail skiff and put it down at the 
foot of Niagara and then head it up toward the churn- 
ing thunderbolt of waters and expect to work your 
way up through the lightning of the foam into calm 
Lake Erie as for you to try to pull yourself through 
the surf of your sin into the hope and pardon and 
placidity of the gospel. You cannot do it im that 
way. Sin is a rough sea, and longboat, yawl, pinnac 
and gondola go down unless the Lord deliver, but if 
you will cry to Christ and lay hold of divine mercy you 
are as safe from eternal condemnation as though you 
had been twenty years in heaven. 

I wish I could put before my unpardoned readers 
their own helplessness. No human arm was ever 
strong enough to unlock the door of heaven. No foot 
was ever mighty enough to break the shackle of sin, 
no oarsman swarthy enough to row himself into God’s 
harbor. The wind is against you. The tide is 
against you. The law is against you. Ten thousand 

‘corrupting influences are against you. Helpless and 
undone. Not so helpless a sailor on a plank, mid-At- 
lantic. Not so helpless a traveler girded by twenty 
miles of prairie on fire. Prove it, you say. I will 
prove it. John vi. 44, “No man can come to me 
except the Father which hath sent me draw him.” 


PLEASURES OF SIN. 


Just pass over from those tame joys in which you 
are indulging—joys of this world—into the raptures 
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of the gospel. The world cannot satisfy you; you 
have found out—Alexander longing for other worlds 
to conquer and yet drowned in his own bottle, Byron 
whipped by disquietudes around the world, Voltaire 
cursing his own soul while all the streets of Paris were 
applauding him, Henry II. consuming with hatred 
against poor Thomas a’Becket, all illustrations of the 
fact that this world cannot make a man happy. The 
very man who poisoned the pommel of the saddle on 
which Queen Elizabeth rode shouted in the street, 
‘‘God save the queen!” One moment the world ap- 
plauds, and the next moment the world amathema- 
tizes. 

Oh, come over into this greater joy, this sublime 
solace, this magnificent beatitude. The might after 
the battle of Shiloh there were thousands of wounded 
on the field, and the ambulances had not come. One 
Christian soldier, lying there a-dying under the star- 
light, began to sing : 


There is a land of pure delight. 


And when he came to the next line there were scores 
of voices uniting : 
Where saints immortal reign. 
The song was caught up all over the field among 
the wounded until it was said that there were at least 


ten thousand wounded men uniting their voices as they 
came to the verse: 
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There everlasting spring abides 
And never-withering flowers. 

Death, like a narrow stream, divides 
That heavenly land from ours. 


Oh, it is a great religion to live by, and it is a great 
religion to die by. There is only one heart-throb be- 
tween you and that religion this moment. Just look 
into the face of your pardoning God and surrender 
yourself for time and for eternity, and He is yours, 
and heaven is yours, and all is yours. Some of you, 
like the young man of the text, have gone astray. I 
know not the history, but you know it—you know it. 


SYMPATHY. 


There was one person more sympathetic with General 
Naaman than any other person. Naaman’s wife walks 
the floor, wringing her hands and trying to think 
what she can do to alleviate her husband’s suffering. 
All remedies have failed. The surgeon-general and 
the doctors of the royal staff have met, and they have 
shaken their heads, as much as to say, “ No cure, no 
cure.” I think that the office-seekers had all folded up 
their recommendations and gone home. Probably 
most of the employees of the establishment had dropped 
their work and were thinking of looking for some 
other situation. What shall now become of poor 
Naaman’s wife? She must have sympathy somewhere. 
In her despair she goes to a little Hebrew captive, a 
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servant girl in her house, to whom she tells the whole 
story, as sometimes, when overborne by the sorrows 
of the world and finding no sympathy anywhere else, 
you have gone out and found in the sympathy of some 
humble domestic a help which the world could not 
give you. 

What a scene it was—one of the grandest women 
im all Syria in cabinet council with a waiting-maid 
over the declining health of the mighty general! “I 
know something,” says the little captive maid, “I 
know something,” as she bounds to her bare feet. 
“Tn the land from which I was stolen there is a cer- 
tain prophet known by the name of Elisha, who can 
eure almost anything, and I shouldn’t wonder if he 
could cure my master. Send for him right away.” 
“Oh, hush!” yousay. “ If the highest medical talent 
im all the land cannot cure that leper, there is no need 
of your listening to any talk of a servant gil.” But 
do not scoff, do not sneer. The finger of that little 
captive maid is pointing in the right direction. She 
might have said: “This is a judgment upon you for 
stealing me from my nativeland. Didn’t they snatch 
me off in the night, breaking my father’s and mother’s 
hearts, and many a time I have lain and cried all night 
because I was so homesick?” Then, flushing up into 
childish indignation, she might have said: “ Good 
for them. I’m glad Naaman’s got the leprosy. I 
wish all the Syrians had the leprosy.” No. Forget- 
ting her personal sorrows, she sympathizes with the 
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suffering of her master and commends him to the 
famous Hebrew prophet. 


TRIBULATIONS. 


But some of you have not always had a smooth 
life. Some of you are now in the shadow. Others 
had their troubles years ago; you are a mere wreck 
of what you once were. I must gather up the sorrows 
of your past life, but how shall I do it? You say 
that is impossible, as you have had so many troubles 
and adversities. Then I will just take two, the first 
trouble and the last trouble. 

As when you are walking along the street and there 
has been music in the distance you unconsciously find 
yourselves keeping step to the music, so when you 
started life your very life was a musical time-beat. The 
air was full of joy and hilarity. With the bright, 
clear oar, you made the boat skip. You went on, and 
life grew brighter, until after awhile suddenly a voice 
from heaven said, “Halt!” And you halted. You 
grew pale. You confronted your first sorrow. You 
had no idea that the flush on your child’s cheek was 
an unhealthy flush. You said, It cannot be anything 
serious. Death in slippered feet walked round about 
the cradle. You did not hear the tread, but after 
awhile the truth flashed on you. You walked the 
floor. Oh, if you could, with your strong, stout hand, 
have wrenched the child from the destroyer ! 
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You went to your room, and you said: “God, save 
my child! God, save my child!” The world seemed 
going outin darkness. You said, “I cannot bear it, I 
cannot bear it!”” You felt as if you could not put the 
lashes over the bright eyes never to see them again 
sparkle. Oh, if you could have taken that little one in 
your arms and with it leaped into the grave, how gladly 
you would have done it! Oh, if you could let your 
property go, your houses, your land and your store- 
house go, how gladly you would have allowed them to 
depart if you could only have kept that one treasure ! 

But one day there arose from the heavens a chill 
blast that swept over the bedroom, and instantly all 
the light went out, and there was darkness—thick, 
murky, impenetrable, shuddering darkness. But God 
did not leave you there. Mercy spoke. As you were 
about to put that cup to your lips God said, “ Let it 
pass,” and forthwith, as by the hand of angels, another 
cup was put into your hands. It was the cup of God’s 
consolation. And as you have sometimes lifted the 
head of a wounded soldier and poured wine into his 
lips, so God puts His left arm under your head, and 
with His right hand He pours into your lips the wine 
of His comfort and His consolation, and you looked at 
the empty cradle and looked at your broken heart, and 
you looked at the Lord’s chastisement, and you said, 
“Even so, Father, for so it seemeth good in Thy 
sight.” 

Ah, it is your first trouble. How did you get over 
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it? God comforted you. You have been a better 
man ever since. You have been a better woman ever 
since. In the jar of the closing gate of the sepulcher 
you heard the clanging of the opening gate of heaven 
and you felt an irresistible drawing heavenward. You 
have been purer and holier of heart ever since that 
night when the little one for the last time put its arms 
around your neck and said: “ Good-night, papa, Good- 
night, mamma. Meet me in heaven.” 

But I must come on down to your later sorrow. 
What was it? Perhaps it was sickness. The child’s 
tread on the stair or the tick of the watch on the 
stand disturbs you. Through the long, weary days you 
counted the figures on the carpet or the flowers in the 
wall-paper. Oh, the weariness and exhaustion! Oh, 
the burning pangs! Would God it were morning, 
would God it were night, were your frequent ery. 
But you are better—perhaps even well. Have you 
thanked God that to-day you can come out in 
the fresh air; that you are in this place to hear 
God’s name, and to sing God’s praise, and to implore 
God’s help, and to ask God’s forgiveness? Bless the 
Lord who healeth all our diseases and redeemeth our 
lives from destruction. 

Perhaps your last sorrow was a financial embarrass- 
ment. I congratulate some of you on your lucrative-pro- 
fession or occupation, on ornate apparel, on a commo- 
dious residence—everything you put your hand to seems 
to turn to gold. But there are others of you who are 
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like the ship on which Paul sailed where two seas met, 
and you are broken by the violence of the waves. By 
an unadvised indorsement, or by a conjunction of un- 
foreseen events, or by fire or storm, or a senseless 
panic, you have been flung headlong, and where you 
once dispensed great charities now you have hard work 
to make the two ends meet. 


THE PATH OF TROUBLE. 


I have also to say to you that the path that these 
captives trod was a troubled path, and that David 
and his men had to go over the same difficult way. 
While these captives were being taken off they said, 
“Oh, we are so tired; we are so sick; we are so 
hungry!” But the men who had charge of them 
said: “ Stop this crying. Go on!” David and his 
men also found it a hard way. They had to travel 
it. Our friends have gone into glory, and it is 
through much tribulation that we are to onter into the 
kingdom. How our loved ones used to have to 
struggle! How their old hearts ached! How some- 
times they had a tussle for bread! In our childhood 
we wondered why there were so many wrinkles on 
their faces. We did not know that what were called 
“ crow’s feet” on their faces were the marks of the 
black raven of trouble. Did you never hear the old 
people, seated by the evening stand, talk over their 
early trials, their hardships, the accidents, the burials, 
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the disappointments, the empty flour barrel when 
there were so many hungry ones to feed, the sickness 
almost unto death, where the next dose of morphine 
decided between ghastly bereavement and an unbroken 
home circle? Oh, yes! It was trouble that whitened 
their hair. It was trouble that shock the cup in their — 
hands. It was trouble that washed the luster from 
their eyes with the rain of tears until they needed 
spectacles. It was trouble that made the cane a ne- 
cessity for their journey. Do you never remember 
seeing your old mother sitting on some rainy day look- 
ing out of the window, ner elbow on the window sill, 
her hand to her brow, looking out, not seeing the taii- 
ing shower at all (you well knew she was looking into 
the distant past),.until the apron came up to her eyes 
because the memory was too much for her? 


Oft the big, unbidden tear, 

Stealing down the furrowed cheek, 
Told in eloquence sincere 

Tales of woe they could not speak. 


But, this scene of weeping o’er, 
Past this scene of toil and pain, 

They shall feel distress no more, 
Never, never weep again. 


“Who are these under the altar?” the question 
was asked, and the response came, “These are they 
which came out of great tribulation, and have washed 
their robes, and made them white in the blood of the 
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Lamb.” Our friends went by a path of tears into 
glory. Be not surprised if we have to travel the same 
pathway. 

TI remark again, if we want to win the society of our 
friends in heaven, we will not only have to travel a 
path of faith, and a path of tribulation, but we will also 
have to positively battle for their companionship. 
David and his men never wanted sharp swords, and 
invulnerable shields, and thick breastplates so much as 
they wanted them on the day when they came down 
upon the Amalekites. If they had lost that battle, 
they never would have got their families back. I sup- 
pose that one glance at their loved ones in captivity 
hurled them into the battle with tenfold courage and 
energy. They said: “ We must win it. Everything 
depends upon it. Let each one take a man on point 
of spear or sword. We must win it.” And I have 
to tell you that between us and coming into the com- 
panionship of our loved ones who are departed there 
is an Austerlitz, there is a Gettysburg, there is a 
Waterloo. War with the world, war with the flesh, 
war with the devil. We have either to conquer our 
troubles, or our troubles will conquer us. David will 
either slay the Amalekites, or the Amalekites will slay 
David. And yet is not the fort to be taken worth all 
the pain, all the peril, all the besiegement ? 

Look! Who are they on the bright hills of heaven 
yonder? ‘There they are, those who sat at your own 
table, the chair now vacant. There they are, those 
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whom you rocked in infancy in the cradle or hushed to 
sleepin yourarms. There they are, those in whose life 
your life was bound up. There they are, their brow 
more radiant than ever before you saw it, their lips 
waiting for the kiss of heavenly greeting, their cheek 
roseate with the health of eternal summer, their hands 
beckoning you up the steep, the feet bounding with 
the mirth of heaven. The pallor of their last sickness 
gone out of their face, nevermore to be sick, never- 
more to cough, nevermore to limp, nevermore to be 
old, nevermore to weep. They are watching from those 
heights to see if through Christ you can take that fort, 
and whether you will rush in upon them—vietors. 
They know that upon this battle depends whether you 
will ever join their society. Up! Strike harder! 
Chargemore bravely ! Remember that every inch you 
gain puts you so much farther on toward that heavenly 
reunion. 


TRIFLES. 


Henceforth think of nothing as insignificant. A 
little thing may decide your all. A Cunarder put out 
from England for New York. It was well equipped, 
but in putting up a stove in the pilot-box a nail was 
driven too near the compass. You know how that 
nail would affect the compass. The ship’s officer, 
deceived by that distracted compass, put the ship two 
hundred miles off her right course, and suddenly the 
man on the lookout cried, “Land, ho!”’ and the ship 
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was halted within a few yards of her demolition on 
Nantucket shoals. A sixpenny nail came near wreck- 
ing a Cunarder. Small ropes hold mighty destinies. 

A minister seated in Boston at his table, lacking a 
word, puts his hand behind his head and. tilts back 
his chair to think, and the ceiling falls and crushes 
the table and would have crushed him. A minister 
in Jamaica at night, by the light of an insect called 
the candlefly, is kept from stepping over a precipice a 
hundred feet. F. W. Robertson, the celebrated Eng- 
lish clergyman, said that he entered the ministry from 
a train of circumstances started by the barking of a 
dog. Had the wind blown one way on a certain day 
the Spanish Inquisition would have been established 
in England, but it blew the other way, and that 
dropped the accursed institution with seventy-five 
thousand tons of shipping to the bottom of the sea or 
flung the splintered logs on the rocks. 

Nothing unimportant in your life or mine. Three 
ciphers placed on the right side of the figure 1 make 
a thousand, and six ciphers on the right side of the 
figure 1 a million, and our nothingness placed on the 
right side may be augmentation illimitable. All the 
ages of time and eternity affected by the basket let 
down from a Damascus balcony! 


UNCERTAINTY. 


A minister of Christ, whose wife was dying without 
any hope in Jesus, walked the floor, wrung his hands, 
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cried bitterly and said, “I believe I shall go insane, 
for I know she is not prepared to meet God.” And 
there may have been days of sickness in your house- 
hold, when you feared it would be a fatal sickness, 
and how closely you examined the face of the doctor 
as he came in and scrutinized the patient and felt the 
pulse, and you followed him into the next room and 
said, “There isn’t any danger, is there, Doctor?” 
And the hesitation and the uncertainty of the reply 
made two eternities flash before your vision. And 
then you went and talked to the sick one about the 
great future. Oh, there are those here who have tried 
to bring their friends to God! They have been un- 
able to bring them to the shore of safety. They are 
no nearer that point than they were twenty years ago. 
You think you have got them almost to the shore, 
when you are swept back again. What shall you do? 
Put down the oar ? Oh, no, I do not advise that, but 
I do advise that you appeal to that God to whom the 
Mediterranean oarsman appealed—the God who could 
silence the tempest and bring the ship in safety to the 
port! I tell you, my friends, that there has got to be 
« good deal of praying before our families are brought 
to Christ. Ah, it is an awful thing to have half a 
household on one side the line and the other part of 
the household on the other side of the line! Two 
vessels part on the ocean of eternity, one going to the 
right and the other to the left—farther apart and 
farther apart—until the signals cease to be recognized 
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and there are only two specks on the horizon, and then 
they are lost to sight forever ! 


THE VICTORY OF CHRIST. 


The hour came. Oh, what atime it was! I think 
that that day the universe looked on. The spirits 
that could be spared from the heavenly temple and 
could get conveyance of wing or chariot came down 
from above, and spirits getting furlough from beneath 
came up; and they listened, and they looked, and they 
watched. Oh, what an uneven battle! Two worlds 
armed on one side; an unarmed man on the other. 
The regiment of the Roman army at that time 
stationed at Jerusalem began the attack. They knew 
how to fight, for they belonged to the most thoroughly 
drilled army of all the world. With spears glittering 
in the sun they charged up the hill. The horses prance 
and rear amid the excitement of the populace—the 
heels of the riders plunged in the flanks, urging 
them on. 

The weapons begin to tell on Christ. See how 
faint He looks! There the blood starts, and there, and 
there and there. If He isto have re-enforcements, let 
Him call them up now. No; He must do this work 
alone—alone. He isdying. Feel for yourself of the 
wrist ; the pulse is feebler. Feel under the arm; the 
warmth isless. Heisdying. Aye, they pronounce Him 
dead. And justat that moment that they pronounced 
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Him dead He rallied, and from His wounds He un- 
sheathed a weapon which staggered the Roman legions 
down the hill and hurled the satanic battalions into the 
pit. It was a weapon of love—infinite love, all-con- 
quering love. Mightier than javelin or spear, it tri- 
umphed over all. Put back, ye armies of earth and 
hell! 

The tide of battle turns. Jesus hath overcome. 
Let the people stand apart and make a line that He 
may pass down from Calvary to Jerusalem, and thence 
on and out all around the world. The battle is fought. 
The victory is achieved. The triumphal march is 
begun. Hark to the hoofs of the warrior’s steed ana 
the tramping of a great multitude, for He has many 
friends now! The hero of heaven and earth advances. 
Cheer, cheer! “ Who is this that cometh from Edom, 
with dyed garments from Bozrah, traveling in the 
greatness of his strength?” 


WOMAN'S RIGHTS. 


Starting now where I left off last Sabbath in recit- 
ing woman’s opportunities, I have to say that woman 
has the special and superlative right of blessing and 
comforting the sick. What land, what street, what 
house, has not felt the smitings of disease? Tens 
of thousands of sickbeds! What shall we do with 
them? Shall man, with his rough hand and heavy 
foot and impatient bearing, minister? No. He can- 
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not soothe the pain. He cannot quiet the nerves. 
He knows not where to set the light. His hand 
is not steady enough to pour out the drops. He is 
not wakeful enough to be a watcher. The Lord God 
sent Miss Dix into the Virginia hospitals, and the Maid 
of Saragossa to appease the wounds of the battlefield, 
and has equipped wife, mother and daughter for this 
delicate but tremendous mission. You have known 
men who have despised women, but the moment disease 
fell upon them they did not send for their friends at 
the bank, or their partner in business, or their worldly 
associates. Their first cry was, “ Take me to my 
wife The dissipated young man at the college 
scoffs at the idea of being under home influences, but 
at the first blast of the typhoid fever on his cheek 
he says, “ Where is mother?” Walter Scott wrote 
partly in satire and partly in compliment when he 
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said : 
O woman, in our hours of ease, 
Uncertain, coy and hard to please, 
When pain and anguish wring the brow, 
A ministering angel thou! 


WOMAN'S RIGHTS. 


Again, woman has a superlative right to take care 
of the poor. There are hundreds and thousands of 
them in all our cities. There is a kind of work that 
men cannot do for the poor. Here comes a group of 
little barefoot children to the door of the Dorcas 


470 GEMS OF RELIGIOUS THOUGHT. 


society. They need to be clothed and provided for. 
Which of these directors of banks would know how 
many yards it would take to make that little girl a 
dress? Which of these masculine hands could fit a 
hat to that little girl’s head? Which of the wise men 
would know how to tie on that new pair of shoes? 
Man sometimes gives his charity in a rough way, and 
it falls like the fruit of a tree in the east, which fruit 
comes down so heavily that it breaks the skull of the 
man who is trying to gather it. But woman glides 
so softly into the house of destitution, and finds out 
all the sorrows of the place, and puts so quietly the 
donation on the table, that all the family come out on 
the front steps as she departs, expecting that from 
ut.der her shawl she will thrust out two wings and go 
right up toward heaven, from whence she seems to 
have come down. O Christian young woman, if you 
would make yourself happy and win the blessing of 
Christ, go out among the destitute. A loaf of bread 
or a bundle of socks may make a homely load to carry, 
but the angels of God will come out to watch, and the 
Lord Almighty will give His messenger hosts a charge, 
saying: “ Look after that woman. Canopy her with 
your wings and shelter her from all harm,” and while 
you are seated in the house of destitution and suffer- 
ing the little ones around the room will whisper: 
“Who is she? Ain’t she beautiful?” and if you’ 
listen right sharply, you will hear dripping down the 
leaky roof and rolling over the rotten stairs the angel 
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chant that shook Bethlehem, “Glory to God in the 
highest, and on earth peace, good-will to men.” Can 
you tell me why a Christian woman, going down 
among the haunts of iniquity on a Christian errand, 
never meets with any indignity? I stood in the 
chapel of Helen Chalmers, the daughter of the cele- 
brated Dr. Chalmers, in the most abandoned part of 
the city of Edinburgh, and I said to her as I looked 
around upon the fearful surroundings of that place, 
“Do you come here nights to hold service?” “ Oh, 
yes,” she said. “Can it be possible that you never 
meet with an insult while performing this Christian 
errand?” “Never,” she said. “ Never.” 

That young woman who has her father by her side 
walking down the street, an armed policeman at each 
corner of the street, is not so well defended as that 
Christian who goes forth on gospel work into the 
haunts of iniquity, carrymg the Bibles and bread. 
God, with the right arm of His wrath omnipotent, would 
tear to pieces any one who should offer indignity. He 
would smite him with lightning and drown him with 
floods and swallow him with earthquakes and damn him 
with eternal indignations. Some one said: “TI dislike 
very much to see that Christian woman teaching those 
bad boys in the mission-school. I am afraid to have 
her instruct them.” “So,” said another man, “I am 
afraid too.” Said the first, “Iam afraid they will use 
vile language before they leave the place.” “ Ah,” 
said the other man, “Iam not afraid of that! What 
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I am afraid of is that, if any of those boys should use 
a bad word in that presence, the other boys would 
tear him to pieces and kill him on the spot.” That 
woman is the best sheltered who is sheltered by omni- 
potence, and it is always safe to go where God tells 
you to go. It seems as if the Lord had ordained 
woman for an especial work in the solicitation of 
charities. Backed up by barrels in which there is no 
flour, and by stoves in which there is no fire, and 
wardrobes in which there are no clothes, a woman is 
irresistible. Passing on her errand, God says to her, 
“ You go into that bank or store or shop and get the 
money.” She goes in and gets it. The man is hard- 
fisted, but she getsit. She could not help but get it. 
It is decreed from eternity she should get it. Noneed 
of your turning your back and pretending you don’t 
hear. You do hear. There is no need of your say- 
ing you are begged to death. There is no need of 
your wasting your time, and you might as well submit 
first as last. You had better right away take down 
your check-book, mark the number of the check, fill wp 
the blank, sign your name and hand it to her. There 
is no need of wasting time. Those poor children on 
the back street have been hungry long enough. That 
sick man must have some farina. That consumptive 
must have something to ease his cough. I meet this 
delegate of a relief society coming out of the store of 
such a hard-fisted man, and I say, “Did you get the 
money?” “Of course,” she says, “I got the money. 
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That’s what I went for. The Lord told me to go in 
and get it, and He never sends me on a fool’s errand.” 


WOMAN'S RIGHT TO COMFORT. 


Again, I have to tell you that it is woman’s specific 
right to comfort under the stress of dire disaster. 
She is called the weaker vessel, but all profane as well 
as sacred history attests that when the crisis comes she 
is better prepared than man to meet the emergency. 
How often you have seen a woman who seemed to be 
a disciple of frivolity and indolence, who, under one 
stroke of calamity, changed to a heroine! Oh, wha‘ 
a great mistake those business men make who never 
tell their business troubles to their wives! ‘There 
comes some great loss to their store or some of their 
companions in business play them a sad trick, and 
they carry the burden all alone. He is asked in the 
household again and again, “ What is the matter?” 
but he believes it a sort of Christian duty to keep all 
that trouble within his own soul. Oh, sir, your first 
duty was to tell your wife all about it. She perhaps 
might not have disentangled your finances or extended 
your credit, but she would have helped you to bear 
misfortune. You have no right to carry on one 
shoulder that which is intended for two. There are 
business men who know what I mean. There comes 
a crisis in your affairs. You struggle bravely and 
long, but after awhile there comes a day when you 
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say, “ Here I shall have to stop,” and you call in your 
partners, and you call in the most prominent men in 
your employ, and you say, “ We have to stop.” You 
leave the store suddenly. Yon can scarcely make up 
your mind to pass through the street and over on 
bridge or on ferryboat. You feel everybody will be 
looking at you, and blaming you, and denouncing 
‘you. You hasten home. You tell your wife all 
about the affairs. What does she say? Does she 
play the butterfly? Does she talk about the silks, 
and the ribbons, and the fashions? No. She comes 
up to the emergency. She quails not under the 
stroke. She helps you to begin to plan tight away. 
She offers to go out of the comfortable house into a 
smaller one and wear the old cloak another winter. 
She is one who understands your affairs without blam- 
ing you. You look upon what you thought was a 
thin, weak woman’s arm holding you up, but while 
you look at that arm there comes into the feeble 
muscles of it the strength of the eternal God. No 
chiding. No fretting. No telling you about the 
beautiful house of her father, from which you brought 
her, ten, twenty or thirty years ago. You say: 
“ Well, this is the happiest day of my life. Tam glad 
Thave got from under my burden. My wife don’t 
care—I don’tcare.” Atthe moment you were utterly 
exhausted God sent a Deborah to meet the host of the 
Amalekites and scatter them like chaff over the plain. 
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There are sometimes women who sit reading senti- 
mental novels, and who wish that they had some grand 
field in which to display their Christian powers. Oh, 
what grand and glorious things they could do if they 
only had an opportunity! My sister, you need not 
wait for any such time. A crisis will come in your 
affairs. There will be a Thermopyle in your own 
household, where God will tell you to stand. There 
are hundreds of households where as much courage is 
demanded of woman as was exhibited by Grace Dar- 
ling or Marie Antoinette or Joan of Are. 

Woman is further endowed to bring us into the 
kingdom of heaven. It is easier for a woman to be a 
Christian than fora man. Why? You say she is 
weaker. No. Her heart is more responsive to the 
pleadings of divine love. The fact that she can more 
easily become a Christian I prove by the statement 
that three-fourths of the members of the churches in 
all Christendom are women. .So God appoints them 
to be the chief agencies for bringing this world back 
to God. The greatest sermons are not preached on 
celebrated platforms. They are preached with an 
audience of two or three and in private home life. A 
patient, loving, Christian demeanor in the presence of 
transgression, in the presence of hardness, in the pres- 
ence of obduracy and crime, is an argument from the 
force of which no man can escape. 
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Youth is too much apt to spend all its time in look- 
ing forward. Old age is too much apt to spend all its 
time in looking backward. People in mid-life and on 
the apex look both ways. It would be well for us, | 
think, however, to spend more time in reminiscence. 
By the constitution of our nature we spend most of 
the time looking forward. And the vast majority of 
people live not so much in the present as in the future. 
I find that you mean to make a reputation. You 
mean to establish yourself, and the advantages that 
you expect to achieve abscrb a great deal of your time. 
But I see no harm in this if it does not make you dis- 
contented with the present or disqualify you for exist- 
ing duties. 

It is a useful thing sometimes to look back and to 
see the dangers we have escaped, and to see the 
sorrows we have suffered, and the trials and wander- 
ings of our earthly pilgrimage, and to sum up our en- 
joyments. Imean to-day, so far as God may help me, 
to stir up your memory of the past, so that in the re- 
view you may be encouraged and humbled and urged 
to pray. 

There is a chapel in Florence with a fresco by 
Guido. It was covered up with two inches of stucco 
until our American and European artists went there, 
and after long toil removed the covering and retraced 
the fresco. And I am aware that the memory of the 
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past, with many of you, is all covered up with ten- 
thousand obliterations, and I propose this morning, so 
far as the Lord may help me, to take away the cover- 
ing, that the old picture may shine out again. 

I want to bind in one sheaf all your past advan- 
tages, and I want to bind in another sheaf all your 
past adversities. It is a precious harvest, and I must 
be cautious how I swing the scythe. 

Among the greatest advantages of your past life 
was an early home and its surroundings. The bad 
men of the day, for the most part, dip their heated 
passions out of the boiling spring of an unhappy home. 
- We are not surprised that Byron’s heart was a concen- 
tration of sin when we hear that his mother was aban- 
doned and that she made sport of his infirmity and 
often called him “the lame brat.” He who has vi- 
cious parents has to fight every inch of his way if he 
would maintain his integrity and at last reach the 
home of the good in heaven. 

Perhaps your early home was in the city. It may 
have been in the days when Canal Street, New York, 
was far up-town. That old house in the city may 
have been demolished or changed into stores, and it 
seemed like sacrilege to you, for there was more mean- 
ing in that plain house, in that small house, than there 
isin a granite mansion ora turreted cathedral. Look- 
ing back this morning, you see it as though it were 
yesterday—the sitting-room, where the loved ones sat 
by the plain lamplight, the mother at the evening 
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stand, the brothers and sisters, perhaps long age 
gathered into the skies, then plotting mischief on tne 
floor or under the table; your father with a firm 
voice commanding silence, that lasted half a minute. 


THE YOUNG CONVERT. 


First of all, there is the new convert’s joy. It is no 
tame thing to become a Christian. The most tremen- 
dous moment in a man’s life is when he surrenders 
himself to God. The grandest time on the father’s 
homestead is when the boy comes back. Among the 
great throng who, in the parlors of my church, pro- 
fessed Christ one night was a young man, who next 
morning rang my door-bell and said: “Sir, I cannot 
contain myself with the joy I feel. I came here this 
morning to express it. I have found more joy in five 
minutes in serving God than in all the years of my 
prodigality, and I came to say so.” 

You have seen perhaps a man running for his 
physical liberty and the officers of the law after him, 
and you saw him escape, or afterward you heard the 
judge had pardoned him and how great was the glee 
of that rescued man! But it is avery tame thing 
that compared with the running for one’s everlasting 
jife—the terrors of the law after him and Christ com- 
ing in to pardon and bless and rescue and save. You 
remember John Bunyan, in his great story, tells how 
‘the pilgrim put his fingers in his ears and ran, erying, 
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“Tife, life, eternal life!” A poor car-driver, after 
having had to struggle to support his family for years, 
suddenly was informed that a large inheritance was 
his, and there was joy amounting to bewilderment, 
but that is a small thing compared with the experience 
of one when he has put in his hands the title-deed to 
the joys, the raptures, the splendors of heaven, and he 
can truly say, “Its mansions are mine ; its temples are 
mine ; its songs are mine; its God is mine!” 


ZACCHEUS. 


I notice that this tax-gatherer accompanied his sur- 
render to Christ with the restoration of property that 
did not belong to him. He says, “ If Ihave taken any- 
thing by false accusation, I restore fourfold ”’—that 
is, 1f I have taxed any man for ten thousand dollars 
~ when he had only five thousand dollars’ worth of prop- 
erty and put in my own pocket the tax for the last 
five thousand dollars I will restore to him fourfold. 
If I took from him ten dollars, I will give him forty 
dollars. If I took from him forty dollars, I will give 
him one hundred and sixty dollars. 

Hundreds of thousands of dollars have been sent to 
Washington during the past few years as “ conscience- 
money.” I suppose that money was sent by men who 
wanted to be Christians, but found they could not 
antil they made restitution. There is no need of our 
trying to come to Christ as long as we keep fraud- 
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ulently a dollar or a farthing in our possession that 
belongs to another. Suppose you have not money 
enough to pay your debts and for the sake of defraud- 
ing your creditors you put your property in your wife’s 
name. You might ery until the day of judgment for 
pardon, but you would not get it without first making 
restitution. In times of prosperity it 1s right, against 
a rainy day, to assign property to your wife, but if, in 
time of perplexity and for the sake of defrauding your 
creditors, you make such assignment you become a 
culprit before God, and you may as well stop pray- 
ing until you have made restitution. Or suppose one 
man loans another money on bond or mortgage, with 
the understanding that the mortgage can lie quiet for 
several years, but as soon as the mortgage is given 
commences foreclosure—the sheriff mounts the auction- 
block, and the property is struck down at half-price, 
and the mortgagee buysitin. The mortgagee started 
to get the property at half price and is a thief and a 
robber. Until he makes restitution there is no mercy 
for him. 
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